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FLAMING DUCK 


| Grand Marnier 


Select a large Long Island 
duckling to serve 4 people. 
Salt and pepper, and place 
one-half an orange and a sprig 
of parsley in the cavity. 


Roast in 
325 degree 
oven for 
2 hours. 
Baste with 
the pan 
juices 
during the 
cooking. 


Place under a medium flame for 
the last 15 to 20 minutes to get 
a good brown crust. 
Put the cooked 
duck on a hot 
platter; garnish 
with orange 
sections. 
Heat %2 cup 
of Grand 
Marnier slightly, 
pour over duck 


just as you 
bring it to 
the table. 


For delightful cocktail and gour- 

met recipes, write for our free 
booklet. The complete home 
entertainment cook book; 
The Spirit of Grand Cuisine 
by Saul Krieg, published by 
Macmillan, now ot your 
bookstore, 

PRODUCT OF FRANCE / MADE WITH FINE COGNAC 


BRANOY / 80 PROOF / CARILLON IMPORTERS, LTO. 
DEPT, PE-6 730 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, N.Y. 10019 


or A. precisely this time five years ago we were busily 
= writing copy for a brash brochure that would herald the 
© coming of a new magazine for men. In those days the “new 
I Magazine” was little more than a few sheets of manuscript 

paper on which were fancifully sketched the dreams of a 
z frustrated and out-of-work artist. Penthouse was born on a 
WW typewriter at 4 a.m. in the cluttered lounge of a cottage in 
@ London's Chelsea. It began life as a pre-publication mail- 
order subscription brochure—a colorful, bosomy, but ill- 
fated document whose sudden appearance on the national 
scene was to unsettle the House of Commons, infuriate the 
Postmaster General, the Attorney General, and the Home 
Secretary, precipitate the formation of three separate anti- 
Penthouse Parliamentary sub-committees and finally con- 
found the Director of Public Prosecutions. 

The cause of the brouhaha was the eight beautiful girls in 
delectable stages of nudity that adorned the brochure, and 
the fact that no fewer than one million copies were 
dispatched. It was the first time that nudes, as such, had 
passed through her Majesty’s post in such numerical 
boldness. Every 48th man, woman and (inadvertently) child 
in the United Kingdom received a copy. And the response, 
both for and against, was staggering. Not only did the 
subscriptions come tumbling in, but the Grundy family came 
too—in all its prancing proliferations. These champions of 
public morality crying out against a then-phantom Penthouse 
which nobody had actually seen (including us) provided a 
spectacle that sociologists will forever cherish as British 
close-mindedness at its choicest and most apoplectic. It 
was at that moment, following denunciations hurled at us 
from the press, lecture platforms and even the pulpits, that 
we had to laugh, if somewhat defensively, at the wise words 
of deLautremont—‘even lice are incapable of the evil to 
which our imagination prompts them”. 

Buoyed up by the supportive element, however, we 
provided the first painstaking evidence of the promised 
magazine. It was a good effort. It was new, somewhat 
pretentious perhaps, but it had guts—the kind of savage and 
uncompromising guts that one acquires when one is more 
than a little unsure of tomorrow. Today, five years and 46 
issues later, the issue to hand bears another heraldic 
message. 

This time it’s news of a different but equally formidable 
enterprise called the Penthouse Club. In terms of hard cash, 
the club, which is featured on page 58 of this issue, will 
have cost more than a million and a half dollars to open. 
In terms of hard graft, sweat and, at times, downright panic, 
the cost has been inestimable. And yet there is another 
difference. The Penthouse Club represents a unique 
achievement—one that is based not only on the dreams and 
tenacity of single individuals, but equally on the public’s 
ability to understand and support new ideas, new standards 
of literary and artistic freedom, and to embrace the concept 
that social and cultural attitudes can change—ruthlessly and 
beneficially—and are changing constantly. 

Today the brochure that catapulted the magazine into 
history (and us into court) would pass without a murmur, 
Today the sexual guilt, the hostility and hypocrisy of our 
Victorian hang-ups are moving out with the tide. Penthouse 
has played its part in the socio-sexual revolution that has 
transformed these last few years in Britain, and the success 
achieved by the magazine is really a reflection of the 
intellectual growth and development of the readership to 
which. it belongs. 

The Penthouse Club, which opens next month, will codify 
the dream, the ideals, the new freedoms. It will create a 
material environment out of the avowed life-style of the 
magazine. It will create of Penthouse a solid-state 
experience; a place to be and a place of being. We once 
said that Penthouse was more than just a magazine—it was 
a way of life. The club is our case in point —B.G. 


4 


ULLERSTAM 


ABRAM 


HOUSECALL 


John & Yoko Lennon, currently 
embarrassing the British Govern- 
ment's plans for a British week in 
Tokyo by threatening to stage a 
simultaneous lie-in there; put in a 
timely appearance in Penthouse to 
explain the motivation of their 
prone protests. The exclusive 
interview with this nonconforming 
couple is the work of Charles 
Childs, a reporter with a flair for 
being where the news is, as his 
many staff contributions to Life 
attest. Assigned to snare the 
Lennons, he hied to Montreal and 
caught them, if not napping. 
indubitably abed. In another part 
of the protest forest, we resume 
this month our two-part sym- 
posium on The Campus Convul- 
sion with a contribution by the 
distinguished president —_of 
Brandeis University, Morris Abram, 
who besides representing the U.S. 
‘on the United Nations Commission 
of Human Rights is also a member 
of the National Advisory Council 
on Economic Opportunity. An 
eloquent advocate of due process, 
he co-authored a monograph 
entitled How to stop violence in 


your community, the model for 
laws adopted in five Southern 
states and 50 cities to curb Ku 
Klux Klan activities. Balancing this 
viewpoint from the establishment 
side comes a brilliant exposition of 
black discontents written by 21- 
year-old Carl Word, a Negro 
psychology B.A. from Lincoln 
University, Pennsylvania, who be- 
gan a Ph.D. course in social 
psychology last month at Princeton 
Graduate School. In a scholastic 
career crowded with honors, Word, 
a San Franciscan, has collected no 
fewer than seven scholarships and 
awards, including a Woodrow 
Wilson National Fellowship. Hewas 
also among the founders of the 
Black Students’ Press Association. 
No less controversial than his is the 
thesis advanced by Dr Lars Uller- 
stam, Swedish author of our article 
on Pariahs of the Permissive Soci- 
ety. A practising doctor and psy- 
chiatrist in his own country, Dr 
Ullerstam questions society's con- 
tinuing censure of what it regards 
as “perversions”, and makes a 
powerful case for a more tolerant 
attitude to harmless deviants. 


oon 
Bombay Vermouth from France is the perfect consort to Bombay Gin WNSCRE ss 


TITLED IN ENGLAND 


DRY_GIN, 


100% Grain Neutral Spirits 
FROM A 1761 RECIPE 
86° Proof 4/5 Qt 
Bombay Spirits Co., Ltd., London, England 
Sole Distributors for U.S.A 
CARILLON IMPORTERS L’ 
New York,N. 
Product of England 
THERE’S ONLY ONE 
WORLD’S FINEST 


BOMBAY 


IMPORTED ENGLISH GIN 


The King is dead. Long live the Queen. 


Martini people are changing to Bombay Gin, imported from England. 
It'sa softer, gentler gin. Which accounts for its current favor among the new breed of Martini drinkers. 
Long live Bombay, rightful heiress to the throne. 


PENTHOUSE 


PENTHOUSE 


FORUM 


in which editors and readers discuss topics arising out of 
Penthouse, its contents, its aspirations. and its areas of 
interest. Letters for publication should carry name and 
address (in capitals, please). though these may be with- 
held by the Editor on request. Send to Penthouse Forum, 
Penthouse International Ltd.. 110 East 59th Street, 
York. N.Y. Correspondents will be asked to confirm 
authorship by signing and returning a verification form. 
Views published are not necessarily endorsed editorially. 


Permissiveness and preservation 

We are keen readers of your forthright and un- 
compromising magazine, impressed with the 
discussion on subjects hitherto considered 
taboo or “not nice” by an acutely self-conscious 
society. We are concerned about where all these 
changes in outlook and behaviour are leading. 
Clearly today’s values allow greater freedom of 
personal choice in clothing and in how much of 
the body should be clothed. The day is surely 
not far off when toplessness will be the order of 
the day on beaches and in parks. However. we 
have seen in the past how, almost invariably, 
trends in one direction are followed by a reversal. 

This is true of the economy—the movement of 
inflation strengthens itself until a severe reverse 
trend is inevitable. It is true of hemlines—short 
skirts give way to long, and then when that goes 
too far it's back to short ones again. Promiscuity 
in earlier times gave way to strict prudishness in 
the Victorian era, and we are only just beginning 
to reverse the trend back to the days of feasts, 
orgies and wildly-coloured clothes. 

The question we would like to pose is: How 
can this trend be prevented from turning back 
again in the future? Just as the economist 
would like to see continuous but gentle 
inflation, we would like to see a not-too-hurried 
approach to a “Garden of Eden” society. The 
economists have never succeeded in preventing 
a snowballing to a point where deflation is 
necessary, and we fear that we are moving too 
fast, and the future will see an about-turn to 
puritan outlook. 

Perhaps we can only hope that this will not 
happen during our lifetime.—Jerry Stockbridge 
and Ray Phillips, Tizard Hall, Prince's Gardens, 
London S.W.7. 


Happy landing 

If this Penthouse 1s some sort of British export, 
then it's the best thing to cross the Atlantic 
since the Pilgrim Fathers. It was about time we 
had @ magazine that cast its net further than 
Plymouth Rock. In fact I'd like it better if it was 
a lot more international—forget about our 
student hell-raisers and our presidential assassi- 
nation and let's have the scene like it is in some 
of those places where you have all those 
bureaux. Give us Pets aplenty, but make sure 
they're genuine pinups from Europe. like the 
girls | can’t see enough of when | take my 
vacation over there—Gerry W., Oakland, 
California, 
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Foe of forum 

As my husband is a regular purchaser of 
Penthouse | sometimes read the Forum with 
mingled fascination and disgust, and some 
amusement. If these perverted letter-writers are 
genuine and not merely taking the mickey out 
of you, then | think you must be doing just that 
to your readers. 

You are on to a good thing of course. as this 
must attract many purchasers. But it's such a 
pity. as photographically and journalistically 
this is a very entertaining magazine. So please 
can we do without those infantile and pathetic 
letters—or, as long as my husband buys your 
magazine, | shall be (much against my good 
sense) inveigled into reading them.—T.K.E. 
(name and address supplied). Bristol 7, 
Somerset. 


There goes another of my illusions. | always 
thought the British were reserved, but if those 
were real letters you printed in Penthouse 
Forum it's a nation of sexual show-offs. My 
wife has picked up the magazine once or twice 
and I'm hoping it will give her ideas. Believe me. 
there are things in that Forum that I'd hesitate to 
raise with her—D.G. (name and address 
supplied), Ithaca, N.Y. 


Help stamp out tights! 

| am all for the Ban the Tights Campaign of Mr 
G. A. Morris (September). | find that several of 
my female friends have gone over to the 
“horrible tights” and have no longer quite the 
same look. 

I have taken your magazine from the start, and 
have always been slightly disappointed at the 
lack of stocking-undie photographs.—C.A.R. 
(name and address supplied), Neath, Glam- 
organ. Wales. 


| do not agree with your correspondent about 
stamping out tights. A lot is meant by tights. 
What sort had he in mind? If he means the 
thick wool or patterned nylon 30-50 denier, 
then | agree with him. But put a woman in sheer 
15 denier and she becomes the most sexy thing 
‘on earth. Even fat legs look good enough for a 
second take. 

My wife wears this type of tights and she has. 
a job finding sheer ones sometimes. When she 
wears them she leaves off her girdle, and. the 
effect of a smooth soft outline with no suspender 
(horrible appendage) makes for a very sexy 
woman—and she’s no teenager. 

If you publish my letter kindly omit my name 
and address, as the spouse reads Penthouse and 
wouldn't be pleased at my referring to her in a 
magazine.—E,.W.S. (name and address sup- 
plied). Blackburn, Lancashire. 


G.A. Morris's crusade to ban tights, pantie hose, 
or whatever they are termed, | will follow blindly 
until they have been banished from the feminine 
wardrobe. These and stretch pants. another 
passion-killer garment. As a separate campaign 
| would like to sponsor a Panties Appreciation 
Group, to promote interest among your readers 
and to perpetuate this gorgeous garment for all 
times. 

Some girl in the news, or maybe an actress, 
could be nominated as our P.A. girl of the 
month. | am sure enough information could be 
gleaned to warrant a regular article on the 
subject—for instance. did your readers know 
that the undergarment worn by men and women 
during the Middle Ages closely resembles, in 
cut and brevity, the modern miss’s bikini briefs ? 

My own opinion is that the ultimate in pantie 
fashion was reached in the mid-1950s when 
nylon had ousted pure silk and the amount of 
cover to the body seemed just right—whereas 
now they are getting briefer and briefer until we 


This 
valuable 
draftsman’s 
equipment 


is given 
to you... 


Drafting is the open 
door to success in 
any industry 


© The draftsman is the link between engi- 
neering and production. No project, big 
or small, gets “off the ground” before it 
comes from the draftsman's board. 

Look at the columns and columns of 
“Help Wanted—Draftsman” ads that ap- 
pear in a single issue of a city newspaper. 
‘They are evidence of the heavy demand 
that exists for draftsmen in every techni- 
cal field today. 

© No previous drawing skills are required 
to become a draftsman. The draftsman's 
tools can be quickly mastered by anyone. 

© During more than sixty years, LaSalle 
has enrolled over 1,500,000 students for 
success training in business and indus- 
try. A LaSalle diploma is respected by 
employers. 

© You owe it to yourself to find out now 
what LaSalle Drafting training can do for 
you. Mail the coupon today. 


when you train with LaSalle 


for a big-pay job as a technical 


DRAFTSMAN 


Learn at home in spare time. No previous skills required! 


1 Deere you need to get 
started in the lucrative drafting 
profession —instruction and full 
equipment—is supplied to you by 
LaSalle. All you are expected to 
supply is an interest in technical 
subjects and the ambition to quali- 
fy for a bigger future. 


Draftsmen are in heavy demand 
in America’s booming industries. 
They are needed in aeronautics, in 
architectural work, in electrical, 
mechanical, and structural fields. 


Not a single new production im- 
provement, not a single building or 
mechanical project, gets under way 
without the skilled help of the mod- 
ern draftsman. 


Why don’t you get started in this 
busy field and prepare to earn big 
pay? LaSalle trains you by mail; 
expert instructors start you at the 
beginning and give your work per- 
sonal attention until your course is 
completed. The cost of instruction 
is remarkably low. 


Booklet gives facts on opportunities in drafting and describes LaSalle 
LOL training. Mail coupon to LaSalle, 417 S. Dearborn, Chicago, Ill. 60605. 
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LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


A Correspondence Institution 
417 S. Dearborn, Dept. 94-085, Chicago, Illinois 60605 


Please send Free booklet, “Opportunities in Draft- 
ing,” and full information on training at home. 
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LU shall arrive at the ugly G-string eventually.— 
M.R. (name and address supplied), Crawley, 

> sussex. 

° 


= Bottom draw 

FE Do you think | am in any way perverted, as I find 

Z the sight of the female bottom far more erotic. 

LU than that of the breasts? | find extreme pleasure 
in walking behind a tight miniskirt showing the 
full curvature of the young lady's bottom, 
Furthermore, | think Britain boasts some of the 
most perfect and intriguing female bottoms in 
the world. | can say this, | feel, with some 
authority, having travelled to many countries 
where the girls fail to exhibit the protrusion and 
full roundness of the English female posterior. 

True satisfaction lies in the sight, not of 
nakedness, but of a bottom concealed in not- 
too-brief pants. Unlike some of your readers | 
feel that tights can sometimes enhance the 
beauty of a bottom within a miniskirt. 

“Bless thee, Bottom, bless thee, thou art 
translated.”"—William Shakespeare. — M.T. 
(name and address supplied), Coventry, 
Warwickshire. 


Mature appeal 
To my mind the most beautiful women are the 
more mature ones, aged between 30 and 40. 
One has only to see the newspaper photographs 
of Jackie Onassis to know what | mean, though 
| don’t expect you to publish nude photos of her 
(still, you would probably double the magazine's 
circulation). I'm sure there must be thousands of 
women of equal beauty, and | am just as sure 
you could find a couple of them.—A. D. Mills, 


Ruskin Avenue, Denton, Lancashire. 


Age and ecstasy 
At 60 | must be one of the more mature but avid 
readers of Penthouse. | would like to congratu- 
late you on this forthright and uncompromising 
magazine. | believe that age, if it could obtain 
the sympathy, understanding and co-operation 
of the younger element, could greatly enhance 
the ecstasy of youth when indulging in the 
sexual freedom it now enjoys. If this is so, age 
should not hesitate to inject the aesthetic 
appreciation of sexual delights into the body of 
keen and enthusiastic young people if the 
opportunity is offered. 

But can youth be encouraged to accept this 
idea, even if it is true ? Youth seems to think that 
sexual freedom is the sole prerogative of youth, 
and that it would be morally wrong to allow age 
to force its way in. Youth is loath to tolerate any 
suggestion of equality with age in enthusiasms 
or sexual ability. Yet all normal individuals 
interested in sex, irrespective of age, respond in 
an identical manner to the stimulation of youth 
appeal. 

But at my advanced age if | confess that the 
sex appeal of an attractive young lady has 
aroused not only my admiration but my lust, | 
am dubbed a “dirty old man’. | would like to 
discover if there is a way of overcoming this 
differential—Keith H. (name and address 
supplied), Ramsgate, Kent. 


Penthouse passport 
Could you please convey to fellow readers that 
it would be a good idea if one read Penthouse 


in public—bus, train, bar, car—and we, the 
people who obviously enjoy the best things in 
life by reading Penthouse, would be able to 
recognize each other, and give little signals like 
“Sssh, you know who . . .”.—Marcia Linden, 
Forest Road, Dalston, London E.7. 


Deep-down desires 
| am sure many otherwise happily married men 
have strong sexual desires that remain unful- 
filled through nothing more than shyness with 
their wives. | am a keen photographer and when 
we were first married my wife agreed to pose in 
the nude for me. Quite by chance one day while 
we were devising new poses she suggested 
having her hands tied. | agreed and found that 
the sight of her in nothing but panties with her 
hands tied behind her excited me considerably. 
Subsequently we have worked many varia- 
tions on the theme, much to our mutual enjoy- 
ment. A black silk scarf is frequently used as a 
blindfold or gag. The practice of “bondage” has 
given me much pleasure, and my wife also 
enjoys being treated as my captive, escaping 
for a short while from the realities of being a 
housewife. | advise all young wives to discover 
their husband's sexual taste by making the first 
move, as my wife did—C.P. (name and 
address supplied), West Wickham, Kent. 


Consort's dilemma 
1am a mature man of 42, and my wife and | have 
been married 19 years. We have a nice home, a 
delightful family and a good income. In those 
19 years | have only committed one solitary un- 
faithful act, and that was 10 years ago when | 
was abroad in a very hot climate in a very un- 
civilized part of the world for a whole year—in 
a place where we could not take our families. 
Apart from this my marriage has been idyllically 
happy until the past two or three years. We still 
have all the domestic blessings, but gradually 
my wife has lost the sexual urge. 

| am still as virile and keen as ever, but in 
recent times she started being “too tired” and 
saying “Wait till tomorrow’—but of course 
tomorrow never comes. From reluctant passive 
acceptance she has moved to active refusal, and 
all the usual approaches make no headway at 
all. Though we have both been active partners 
and enjoyed our sex to the full over a period of 
17 years it is clear that intercourse has now 
become no more than a distasteful chore to my 
wife—and it has only occurred once this year. 

Forme the result has been a growing despera- 
tion which is now affecting my daily life and 
work. | am so frustrated | can think of nothing 
else. At the same time | have a first-class wife 
and mother in all other spheres. | do not want 
to hurt her and have no thought of desertion or 
divorce. But | have become obsessed with a 
desire for physical sex again. Is there any 
glimmer of hope for me?—Frustrated (name 
and address supplied), Cosham, Hampshire. 


Erotic omens 

In a long career of seduction, with a success 
rate of about 65% (in which I take pride), | have 
never found any reliable physical characteristic 
to guide the hunting male. | am talking about 
willingness, as opposed to size of organs, which 
seems to me a secondary matter. The only thing 


LW | have learnt to go by is the expression of the 
WM eyes, a signal that is still not totally reliable, as 
interpretation comes into it—“Wolf" (name 
and address supplied). West Bromwich, 
Warwickshire. 


May | suggest from some not inconsiderable 
experience that the size of the clitoris can 
indicate a woman's sexual prowess and power. 
| believe that the larger the clitoris the more the 
woman is likely to enjoy intercourse and to be 
able to achieve a full orgasm.—Sex Student 
(name and address supplied), Shropshire. 


PENTHOU 


Fashion notes 

| fail to see how any full-blooded male could 
consider modern wispy panties, briefs, etc, as 
anything else but an essential part of a girl's 
femininity. When she has removed her frock 
(mini?) and slip. the excitement of anticipation 
is highlighted when she stands clad in only 
matching bra and briefs. (Pale blue and delicate 
pink are my favourite colours). The intimate 
feeling engendered by the girl's reaction to their 
gentle removal by the boyfriend is an essential 
part of seduction and making love. Surely 
modern girls realize this ? 
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Those unglamorous innovations and abomi- 
nations, tights, panti-girdles and pantie hose, 
must be a bitter disappointment to any man— 
and leave him cold.—R.J.P. (name and address 
supplied), Belfast, Northern Ireland. 


| fail to see what all the fuss is about, For my 
part | never wear panties, because my husband 
wanted it that way and | got to like it. When he 
first asked me | was afraid of what | might show. 
| sat, bent, stood in front of a full-length mirror 
and then realized nothing was given away no 
matter how. Secondly | had this argument 
when did you ever see a woman showing her 
pants? Come to think of it | never had, even in 
this age of miniskirts, and if what you are wear- 
ing doesn’t show, how can what you're not ?— 
Mrs J.K. (name and address supplied), Salford, 
Lancashire. 


Dressing for kicks 
My wife wears vynil macs and boots because 
she knows | love all vynil, etc (incidentally vynil 
macs are wonderful at keeping out the rain), but 
now after more than 10 years of wearing dozens 
of different types she has grown to like them 
herself. She tells me they stimulate her too, and 
now we are always looking for new ones. 

With regard to leather, my wife has three 
coats and a costume, but | would love her to 
have a black leather dress, tight-fitting, to wear 
with high-heeled black boots. Alas, | have never 
seen a leather dress in any shop in this part of 
the world. 

Speaking for myself, there is a connection 
between fetishism and masochism. | always get 
a terrific thrill out of being strapped, and this 
punishment becomes even more stimulating 
when my wife gives it dressed in vynil mac and 
high-heeled boots—A.H. (name and address 
supplied). Blyth, Northumberland. 


Pain and pleasure 
Interest in corporal punishment is world-wide, 
and all the evidence goes to show that this 
fascination never wanes or grows stale—or ever 
will, It is the most natural yet the most innocent 
of all exchanges between the sexes. Even young 
children delight in it, as one can learn from 
watching them at play. 

It is absolutely untrue that it leads to cruelty. 
The contrary is true. Cruelty can only flourish 
where there is sex oppression, or puritanical 
laws condemning this natural expression of 
mutual love—which in fact it is, and in the case 
of children it stimulates both love and respect. 
Children themselves agree about this.—A. G. 
Roberts (address supplied), Brighton, Sussex. 


My experience of corporal punishment is still a 
vivid memory. | joined the British Army as a boy 
entrant at 14 in 1939. Corporal punishment at 
that time was perfectly legal under King’s 
Regulations for young soldiers up to 18. 
Discipline was strict and caning was frequent. 
Caught out of bounds and smoking at 15, | was 
awarded 12 strokes by the battalion com- 
mander. Punishment was executed with full 
military ritual, 

| had to parade in the gym dressed in P.T. 
shorts only, in the presence of the company 
commander, three platoon officers, the platoon 


boy sergeant and section boy corporal. At the 
word of command “Strip” | had to remove my 
shorts and move about six paces to a position 
behind a vaulting horse. At a further corhmand 
“Bend over" | had to stretch forward over the 
vaulting horse, and the provost sergeant ad- 
ministered the ordered number of strokes. The 
pain was ferocious and the whole area of my 
bottom was a mass of weals. 

| received one more public thrashing, a very 
bad one even by previous standards, about 
three months before | finished my boy service. 
| was again caught out of bounds, drinking in a 
public house with two friends. On this occasion 
about 30 boys in my platoon had to parade in 
the gym to witness punishment. Three vaulting 
horses had been lined up and we were thrashed 
simultaneously, the Company Sergeant Major 
calling out the strokes (12) by numbers and 
three senior soldiers applying the canes. | had 
bruises several weeks later. 

Besides this, caning was frequently adminis- 
tered by the C.S.M. or platoon sergeant un- 
officially, a Hobson's choice of appearing before 
the company commander or being punished off 
the record. This meant a visit to the company 
store and bending over a table in the presence 
of the storeman while six or more sharp strokes 
were administered with an officer's leather- 
covered cane. | had four experiences of this. 
Few boys escaped these unofficial canings 
during their service, but it was accepted as part 
of the system and no humiliation and little 
resentment was created—A.R. (name and 
address supplied), Mold, Flintshire, Wales. 


| am an American woman on my way home to 
the States after a visit to Europe, which | hadn't 
seen since | left university in Germany in 1939. 
The students certainly wouldn't have rioted in 
Hitler's time—discipline was too strict. The 
following is more understandable if you realize 
that in German Frau/ein is of neuter gender, not 
feminine: the law in 1939 allowed girls up to 
18 to be birched, students—both male and 
female—to be flogged with a cane up to the 
age of 21 years, not exceeding 12 strokes to be 
administered in any one day. 

This discipline astonished me when | first 
arrived, but the Germans accepted it as natural. 
The floggings were not in private. but in front 
of the lecturer's audience, and male lecturers 
flogged the girls as did the women the men. 
The standard of work expected was high, and 
it was obtained under this treatment, for if your 
work slipped it was noted and a flogging 
ensued. | was, | think, favoured as a foreigner. 
for | was only flogged twice—six strokes and 
eight strokes. | fancy | can still feel the 
excruciating pain inflicted. 

| was always astonished how the German 
girls bore their punishment without a murmur, 
and how it appeared to hurt the men more. The 
girls explained that a women’s nerves are 
imbedded deeper in the flesh than a man’s. It 
was pointed out that to the Germans it was only 
the discipline of the home and school extended 
to an older age. 

I'm afraid that each time | was flogged | 
wriggled like a worm on a hotplate and let out 
many a cry of pain—to the disgust of the 
Germans. Strangely, or perhaps not, the biggest 
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LU floggers were two women, and to my surprise, 
YD) though there were more men than girls the girls 

were flogged more often, Germany wants some 
O of this now.—Emily H. (name and address 
I supplied), Eastbourne, Sussex. 


@ | wonder if my experience in this field is unique. 

WI jn my last year at school, when | was nearly 17, 
one of my teachers was a student teacher, and 
for some minor infringement she threatened to 
report my behaviour to the headmaster, stressing 
that it could bar me from the specialized 
position | was training for. As an alternative | 
could stay behind and discuss my punishment 
with her, which | agreed to do. When we were 
alone she made it clear that she had corporal 
punishment in mind. | felt | had little choice. | 
was ordered to bend over the desk, whereupon 
she fastened my hands with a strip of leather to 
the front of the desk, and debagged me. | was 
given six real stingers with a thin cane on the 
bare buttocks. She then watched with great 
interest as | dressed, for | was experiencing 
sexual embarrassment. After this, excuses were 
found several times for further canings. 

On my last day before leaving school | asked 
if she would stay behind so | could say goodbye, 
and she agreed. The outcome was that | 
threatened to report the business to the head- 
master and board of governors unless she 
submitted to the same punishment she had 
given me. She had to agree, and bent over her 
desk and allowed me to strap her hands in 
position. | was preparing to use her cane when 
she reminded me that | had told her | was going 


to give her the same treatment | had received 
but that she was still fully clothed. The implica- 
tion being obvious, | lifted her skirt past her 
waist and pulled down her briefs and unfastened 
her suspender belt. | gave her ten hard but not 
excessive strokes. 

| became so-excited that | forced my attentions 
on her in this bending position, and she didn't 
seem to mind. Some time later she found she 
was pregnant, and we married. It has been a 
very successful marriage for 15 years, probably 
due in no small part to the way we met.—C. 
Willis (address supplied), Channel Isles. 


My wife and | have recently been introduced to 
Penthouse by friends. To our surprise we dis- 
covered that we were both stirred by the 
subject of corporal punishment. | was further 
surprised when my usually “strait-laced” wife 
revealed an ingenuity | didn’t know was in her 
by proposing a cunning game. One evening 
every other week | would give her a house- 
keeping bonus and then for every stroke of the 
cane | accept | recover a fifteenth of the money. 
In alternate weeks our positions are reversed, 
my wife providing the capital sum and seeking 
to recover it. 

Contrary to what | am sure you are thinking, 
after six weeks my wife is winning—D.A. 
(name and address supplied), Colchester, 
Essex. 


| am astonished that there can be those who 
doubt the justice and efficacy of corporal 
punishment—administered when deserved, and 
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with dignity. My sisters and | were always caned 
for falling foul of authority, both at school and 
elsewhere. None of us ever bore resentment for 
long, because we knew we'd asked for it. 

It is this question of dignity that bothers me. 
It is humiliating and callous to cane anyone in 
temper or in embarrassing conditions—touching 
their toes, held over a desk, etc. My mother, 
widowed with five of us, often dispatched us to 
an aunt, a wonderful warm-hearted but no- 
nonsense woman. She never used the cane 
without warning, but if that didn’t do the trick 
she sent us early to bed and to/d us we were to 
be caned. Being left to reflect on our fate, as | 
know now, also allowed our aunt to cool off, 
so that she never hit us in temper. 

She would come to the offender's bedroom 
and read the riot act. Our bottoms were bared 
and caned, the duration appropriate to the 
crime. Joint culprits were dealt with together. 
and I've had to watch my sisters, even in their 
teens, having their nightdresses tucked up and 
their bottoms thoroughly whipped. To my mind, 
rightly so. 

We never courted disaster. but of course it 
caught up with us now and then—G.M. (name 
and address supplied). Totnes, Devon. 


I think | can claim to be something of an expert 
on corporal punishment for sexual stimulation, 
for | have found that many modern girls really 
enjoy being caned or slippered on their bare 
bottoms. Several have experienced orgasm 
during the actual caning, and | always apply at 
least six strokes. Three girls have asked me to do 
it again harder, and they were content to be just 
caned and without normal intercourse to follow. 
|am 27 and must have enjoyed this stimulation 
with at least two dozen girls, and | always keep 
a cane or slipper handy in case a new acquaint- 
ance shares my tastes. | certainly do not con- 
sider this to be a form of abnormal behaviour, 
provided both parties enjoy it—David Hanson, 
Earls Court Road, London W.8. 


My wife and myself were most interested in the 
letters on corporal punishment, as we have had 
a recent experience in that field. We have a 
daughter Joan, just turned 16, who has been 
causing us trouble since leaving school : staying 
out late, idleness, insolence, losing jobs—you 
name it, Joan did it. We tried keeping her in, 
stopping pocket money, lectures, entreaties, 
everything we could think of. Then, following a 
midnight return by our daughter, | decided to 
telephone a religious organization in Birming- 
ham for advice. 

The lady in charge asked for the fullest 
particulars and when | had finished she said: 
“My opinion is that your daughter needs a sharp 
lesson. You are losing control of her and unless 
you are prepared to take severe measures now 
it will be too late. | should try a good whipping”. 

To be truthful, this advice was to my liking 
and | had more than once thought of it but did 
not think my wife would approve. My adviser 
went on to recommend a thin cane or strap to 
be applied about six times to the bare buttocks 
when next Joan misbehaved. | told my wife 
that night and to my surprise she agreed whole- 
heartedly. Blushing crimson, she said: “I was 
12 months older than Joan when | was well 
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WW whipped, and it never did me any harm”. (The 
M result of this surprising confession was an 
increase in sexual activity in our household.) 

A cane was obtained from a firm of educa- 

ZX tional suppliers in Birmingham and brought 

= into operation at once, when my daughter 
announced with some decoration of bad 

LU janguage that she would come in at whatever 
hour she chose. She refused to be whipped and 
a most undignified struggle followed which 
ended with our daughter firmly held over the 
end of the couch with her head on the seat and 
her bottom up in the air. 

While | held Joan in this unladylike position 
her mother rolled up her miniskirt and slip till 
they were almost round her neck. Frankly | had 
not realized what a big girl Joan was till | saw 
her well-developed bottom covered only by 
tight white knickers, but this did not make the 
inclination to cane her any the less! In spite of 
further struggles and swearing my wife 
succeeded in pulling down our naughty girl's 
knickers, a humiliating process which | thought 
might have taken the fight out of her, but she 
continued to kick and wriggle. We were able to 
cope with this by my wife's sitting on the couch 
holding down Joan’s head and shoulders, while 
I stood to one side avoiding her spasmodic 
kicks. | am quite unashamed to admit that her 
whipping gave me considerable pleasure to 
administer and my wife's reaction was precisely 
similar. 

Before the punishment was completed Joan 
was crying aloud and promising to be good, and 
afterwards she was packed off to bed sobbing. 


After two days of sulking she apologized for her 
bad behaviour, a thing she had never done 
before. 

The improvement in her behaviour for a 
fortnight was marked, but then she used an 
obscene expression when in a temper and | 
fetched the cane again. She burst into tears and 
refused to bare her bottom to receive it, so | 
gave an alternative : eight strokes if. her mother 
and | had to struggle with her, but only four if 
she was immediately obedient. After much 
hesitation she agreed to take punishment with- 
out trouble, and since this second punishment 
her behaviour has been exemplary. My wife and 
1 are deeply grateful for the excellent advice 
given to me. and have no doubt about the value 
of corporal punishment properly administered — 
G.L. (name and address supplied), Stourbridge, 
Worcestershire. 


Masochist misery 
So many of us feel guilty because of our feelings 
and, lacking an outlet or even an opportunity 
for a talk, have to quell a complex, with nothing 
but frustration as a result. My own awareness of 
the potential pleasure of what is now called 
masochism began at about the age of 6. | was 
thrilled on hearing a friend's description of how, 
having committed some misdemeanour, he was 
punished by his grown-up sister. She had taken 
him across her knees, bared his bottom and 
thrashed him with small mercy. He told me how 
painful it had been but | envied him the 
experience. 

Later at school a boy who had wetted his bed 
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was ordered to his room to undress and await 
the headmaster. | can see today the head 
striding purposely upstairs, cane in hand, and | 
remember later listening with bated breath to 
the swish and impact of each stroke (there were 
12 altogether). and the cries and pleas of the 
victim (who next morning was happy and 
cheerful). 

| regretted never receiving a painful beating 
myself, but when | was made up to prefect at 
grammar school | can remember the glow of 
warmth after receiving the customary initiation 
caning. Each prefect could administer as many 
strokes as he wished so, with eight or nine 
fellows participating, up to 30 or 40 strokes was 
quite usual. But being mostly gentle people the 
beating was on the light side. 

The excitement remains with me 38 years 
after that first experience at 6, and the words 
“whip” and “cane” alone cause a pleasurable 
feeling. | yearn as Rousseau did to suffer 
punishment from an imperious mistress. | am 
happily married but my wife does not care for 
the idea of whipping for pleasure. This | can 
understand, and as | love her | have to accept it. 
—J.L. (name and address supplied), Crawley, 
Sussex. 


Having just made the acquaintance of your 
most excellent magazine at last | feel that | am 
able to talk to someone, and probably 
receive help, about my sexual problems. | am 
over 50 and married, but of recent years | have 
experienced a masochistic tendency matched 
with homosexual feelings. These feelings are 
getting steadily stronger, to a point where | feel 
| must receive corporal punishment or go almost 
mad in my frustrations. 

| cannot confide in my wife as after all these 
years | know what her reaction would be. | 
could not, nor would, confide in my doctor—I 
just don’t feel that he could be of any help. 
Psychiatrists say that such states of mind as | 
have are curable. Surely the question should be 
does one want to be cured and if my own 
experience is anything to go by. the answer is 
No. 

Itis a pity there is not some kind of society or 
club where one could meet people of similar 
tendencies—with a lot of safeguards against 
blackmail. But | suppose it would be suggested 
that this would bring the whole thing down to 
orgy level. Meanwhile people like myself suffer 
dreadfully with no hope of relief—G.W.R. 
(name and address supplied), Andover, Hamp- 
shire. 


Higher education 

| can understand the disbelief of “Doubting 
Donald” (September) about some experiences 
related in Forum. It is inevitable that some 
accounts are wishful thinking, but in the main 
I believe most of the stories, and | can vouch for 
the fact that such things do happen. Here is my 
own truthful experience of what happened 
when | left my junior school seven years ago (| 
am 19 now) to move to a senior one. 

We had a married woman teacher, in her early 
thirties, | would estimate. On the last day | was 
kept in for alleged misbehaviour, though | 
didn’t know what | was supposed to have done 
wrong. While the others filed out | was made to 


stand facing the corner, When they had left | 
could hear the teacher still in the room but dared 
not look round as her usual practice was to 
increase the punishment time if this happened. 

After about 10 minutes she instructed me to 
hold the step ladder while she put some books 
away. | was delighted to be treated to what 
seemed an accidental leg show, and was able to 
be certain that her pants were brief and black. 
She then left the room for a few moments, telling 
me to stay; and when she returned she studied 
me carefully for a few minutes with a faint 
smile. Then, quite suddenly, she lifted her skirt 
as high as possible and walked towards me. | 
was rooted to the spot. She wore neat stockings 
and a black suspender belt but during her few 
minutes away she had removed her pants. 

| was then instructed to promise absolute 
silence on the matter, which | did, and | was 
also invited to inspect, which of course | also 
did. That evening | was rather late leaving, but 
though | have passed the school many times | 
have never seen her since—J.W. (name and 
address supplied), Clifton, Bristol 8, Somerset. 


Movie moments 

I recently gave up a job as manager of a cinema 
in West London. During my duties there | saw 
more of life in the raw, than | have experienced 
before or since. To give a few examples, | visited 
the staffroom during a late programme only to 
find one of my young usherettes (who | thought 
had finished duty a couple of hours before) 
alone and fast asleep in an easy chair, her skirt 
up to her waist and her hand in her tiny briefs. 
| left before she awoke! 

Another time, having cause to reprimand an 
attractive box-office cashier for a shortage in 
her final takings, | called her into my office and 
told her she would have to make good the loss 
out of her wages. She pleaded with me not to 
make the deduction and, lifting her skirt to 
expose herself to me, added : “You can do what 
you like with me if you'll let me off.” The loss 
was made good in cash—but, oh, the tempta- 
tion! 2 

| frequently saw couples petting extremely 
intimately in the back row, and even once a 
couple of lesbians making the most of the 
darkness. 

Is it any wonder that there's a large turnover 
of cinema managers when most are forced to 
retire suffering from overdose of exposure to 
temptation?—J.H. (name and address sup- 
plied), King’s Norton, Birmingham. Warwick- 
shire. 


Enslaved by the pill 
Congratulations to Jennifer R. (September). At 
last someone has written about the problems 
girls face today. Congratulations to you for 
Printing it. Going out with boys nowadays is a 
real misery: a girl has to finish the evening 
doing it, otherwise the boy turns nasty and the 
girl never gets dated again. Many times | have 
been ditched, left to find my own way home, 
even pushed out of cars deep in the country, 
because | refused to let boys go the whole way. 
| enjoy sex as much as anyone but, let's face 
it, it's a messy business for a girl and | don't 
fancy doing it with just anyone, and | don't see 
why | should just because a boy has paid for 


Why Do You 
Have A Poor 
Memory? 


A noted publisher in Chicago reports 
there is a simple technique for ac- 
quiring a powerful memory which 
can pay you real dividends in both 
business and social advancement and 
works like magic to give you added 
poise, necessary self-confidence and 
greater popularity, 

According to this publisher, many 
people do not realize how much they 
could influence others simply by 
remembering accurately everything 
they see, hear, or read. Whether in 
business, at social functions or even 
in casual conversations with new ac- 
quaintances, there are ways in which 
you can dominate each situation by 
your ability to remember. 

To acquaint the readers of this 
publication with the easy-to-follow 
rules for developing skill in remem- 
bering anything you choose to re- 
member, the publishers have printed 
full details of their self-training 
method in a new booklet, “Adven- 
tures in Memory,” which will be 
mailed free to anyone who requests 
it. No obligation. Send you name, 
address, and zip code to: Memory 
Studies, 835 Diversey Parkway, 
Dept. 671-110, Chicago, Ill. 60614. A 
postcard will do. 
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PIASSO'S EROTIC 
ENGRAVINGS 


Oo. March 16, 1968, 
Pablo Picasso, the pre-eminentartist of our time, 
commenced work on a series of engravings that 
he predicted would become “my most sought- 
after—and possibly scandalous—work.” They 
were to be a series of pictures portraying every 
aspect of sexual pleasure. Picasso had wanted 
to create such a series for over 65 years, he 
confided to Aldo Crommelynck, his engraving- 
press printer, and he intended it to stand as 
‘an abiding celebration of life itself. 


For nearly seven months Picasso worked 
in a creative frenzy at his studio in Mougins, 
France, turning out as many as four engravings 
ina single day, often with as many as six varia- 
tions of each, “Ole!” “‘Bravo!”, “Magnifico!”, 
he would exclaim as each new engraving was 
pulled from the press, and so ecstatic was he 
over the quality of the work that on several 
occasions he summoned friends from as far off 
as London and New York to view the work in 
progress. Finally, on October Sth, he bundled 
the engravings together, inscribed them with 
the title “347 Gravures,” and announced “Ya!” 
(“It is finished!”). 


The engravings Picasso had created are, 
collectively, his masterwork, a fitting climax 
to the career of a man whose de in, both 
in personal life and work, has been to the 
sensual. “Without the awakening of ardent love, 
nolife—and therefore no art—has any meaning,” 
Picasso is quoted by his biographer, Roland 
Penrose, as saying. And nowhere in the prodi 
gious, 20,000-piece oeuvre of this fertile genius 
has ardent love been more beautifully—or joy- 
fully—portrayed. Throughout the engravings 
voluptuous majas surrender themselves, lustful 
satyrs disport, and troupes of swooning acro- 
bats perform in a circus of love. Picasso's irre- 
pressible love of mischief is in evidence, too, 
in scenes of grandees cuckolded, harems in: 
vaded, and models seduced by lecherous 
painters. The last theme is the one most often 
repeated in the series, with the painters puck- 
ishly made to resemble Rembrandt, Raphael, 
and, of course, Picasso himself. (Picasso's life: 
long friend, Max Jacob, has said, “Picasso 
would much rather be remembered as a famous 
Don Juan than an artist.”) All in all, Picasso’s 
“347 Gravures” reflect such consummate 
craftsmanship, timeless subject matter, and 
sublime inspiration as to ensure their place as 
the greatest art treasure of the 20th Century. 


If the artistic value of “347 Gravures” is 
considerable, its commercial value is perhaps 
even greater. The engravings, which have been 
printed in a limited edition of 50 sets, 
fetched a price of ten million dollars! This is 
more than has ever before been paid for a work 
of art. Moreover, because of rumors that circu- 
lated throughout the art world concerning the 
superexcellence of the engravings, all 50 sets 
were subscribed to even before Picasso had 
finished making them! 


Art critics who have seen the engravings have 
been positively apostolic in their praise. “These 
etchings reach the zenith of man’s creative 

ower. They rank with ‘Hamlet,’ Beethoven’s 

inth Symphony, and Michelangelo’s ‘Last 
Judgment.’ That is to say, they are classic,” says 
Robert Glauber, of Skyline. LIFE: “Picasso’s 
most trenchant exploration of sex and sexuality 
«As never before, the master seems bent on 
describing that idyllic state wherein the spirit 
and flesh are one.” Herald-Tribune (Paris): 
“A major undertaking -amazing extraordinary 
~Staggering..incredible. Picasso's brilliance con- 
quers all.” TIME: “A virtuoso performance.” 
Armand St.Clair, Revue de Paris: “Mesmerizing 
«lf [had a choice among all the works Picasso 
has produced, I would take this one without 


hesitation.” Franz Schulze, Chicago Daily News: 
“What a difference between Picasso’s view of 
sex and the sniggering, guilt-ridden American 
ornography of today.” Brian Fitzherbert, 
jova: “Once again, Picasso demonstrates 
astounding power of regeneration.” Harold 
Joachim, Curator of Prints, Art Institute of 
Chicago: “Astonishing...A compelling testi- 
mony of Picasso’s amazing energy and power 
of invention at the age of 87.” Harold Haydon, 
Chicago Sun-Times: “‘A great surprise package 
«Unparalleled for sustained interest and qual- 
ity.” Pierre Cabanne, Plexus: “The Last Will 
and Testament of the father of modern art.” 


It is with great pride, therefore, and humil- 
ity, that the editors of AVANT-GARDE an- 
nounce that their magazine has been chosen as 
the medium through which Picasso’s. monu- 
mental new work will be shown to the world. 
Picasso’s Paris representative, the Societe de la 
Propriete Artistique, has appointed AVANT- 
GARDE as the sole proscenium for presenta: 
tion of the quintessence of “347 Gravures.” 
Mindful of the awesome responsibility that 
this singular honor imposes, the editors of 
AVANT-GARDE have spared neither expense 
nor effort to ensure that “347 Gravures” re- 
ceives the premiere it deserves. 


To begin with, an entire issue of AVANT- 
GARDE-64 pages—will be devoted exclusively 
to this one subject. The issue will carry no 
advertising. The world’s foremost graphic de- 
signer, Herb Lubalin, has been retained to 
design this special issue. Costly antique paper 
stocks and flame-set colored inks will be used 
throughout. The issue will be printed by time- 
consuming duotone offset lithography and will 
be bound in 12-point Frankote boards, for 
permanent preservation. All in all, this lavishly 
produced issue of AVANT-GARDE will more 
Closely resemble an expensive art folio than a 
magazine. The editors of AVANT-GARDE are 
determined that their presentation of the quin- 
tessence of Picasso’s “347 Gravures” will be a 
landmark not only in the history of art, but in 
publishing, as well. 


opies of this special 
collector’s edition of AVANT-GARDE will not 
be offered for sale to the general public. They 
are being given away—free—as a gift to all new 
subscribers to AVANT-GARDE. 


In case you've never heard of AVANT- 
GARDE, let us explain that it is the most 
beautiful—and daring—magazine in America 
today. Although launched only two years ago, 
already it has earned a reputation as the out- 
standing showcase for the exhibition of creative 
talent. This reputation stems from AVANT- 
GARDE’ editorial policy of complete and ab- 
Solute freedom of creative expression. AVANT- 
GARDE steadfastly refuses to sacrifice creative 
genius on the altar of “morality” (the motto 
of the magazine is “Down with bluenoses, blue 
laws, and blue pencils”). Thus, the world’s 
most gifted artists, writers, and photographers 
continually bring to AVANT-GARDE their 
most uninhibited—and inspired—works. AVANT- 
GARDE serves—consistently—as a haven for 
the painting that is “too daring,” the novella 
that is “too outrageous,” the poem that is “too 
sensuous,” the cartoon that is “too satirical,” 
the reportage that is “too graphic,” the opinion 
that is “too candid,” the photograph that is 
“too explicit.” AVANT-GARDE is proud of 
its reputation as the wild game sanctuary of 
American arts and letters. 

In addition to Picasso, contributors to 
AVANT-GARDE include such renowned fig- 
ures as Norman Mailer, Arthur Miller, Kenneth 
Tynan, Dan Greenburg, Allen Ginsberg, Paul 
Krassner, Dr. Karl Menninger, Andy Warhol, 


Eliot Elisofon, Richard Avedon, John Updike, 
Roald Dahl, Art Kane, Charles Schuiz, Bert 
Stern, Yevgeny Yevtushenko, S.J. Perelman, 
James Baldwin, Alan Watts, Salvador Dali, 
Terry Southern, Isaac Bashevis Singer, William 
Burroughs, Paul Goodman, Kenneth Rexroth, 
Jean Genet, and Marshall McLuhan. 

Critics everywhere have spent themselves 
in a veritable orgy of praise over AVANT- 
GARDE. “Reality freaks, unite! Weird buffs, 
rejoice! AVANT-GARDE has arrived bearing 
mind-treasures of major proportions,” says the 
San Francisco Chronicle. “AVANT-GARDE 
is guaranteed to shake the cobwebs out of the 
mind,” says the Los Angeles Herald-Examiner. 
“An exotic literary menu... wild new thing 
on the New York scene,” says Encounter. 
“AVANT-GARDE is aimed at readers of 
superior intelligence and cultivated taste who 
are interested in the arts, politics, science—and 
sex,” says The New York Times. “The fantasti 
artwork, alone, is worth the price of the mag- 
azine,” says the News Project. “A field manual 
by the avant-garde, for the avant-garde,” says 
New York critic Robert Reisner. “AVANT- 
GARDE’s articles on cinema, rock, and the 
New Scene are a stoned groove,” says the East 
Village Other. “Off-beat, arty, sexy,” says the 
New York Daily News. “it’s the sawn-off shot- 
gun of American critical writing,” says the New 
Statesman. “Its graphics are stylish,” says 
TIME. “AVANT-GARDE is MAGAZINE POWER!” 
says poet Harold Seldes. “Wow! What a ferris 
wheel! I was high for a week after reading it,” 
says the pop critic of Cavalier. 
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AVANT-GARDE ordinarily cost $10 per year. 
In conjunction with this special Picasso erotic 
engravings offer, however, we are offering t# 
month introductory subscriptions for ONL Y 
$5! This is virtually HALF PRICE!! To enter 
your subscription (five issues)—and obtain a 
ry Of nthe Picasso. erotic engravings folio 
ABSOLUTELY FREE-simply fill out the 
‘coupon below and mail it with $5 to: AVANT- 
GARDE, 110 W. 40 St., New York, N.Y. 10018. 


But please hurry, since quantities of the 
Picasso folio are limited and this offer may be 
withdrawn without notice. 


Then sit back and prepare to receive a sub- 
scription bonus par excellence, and your first 
copy of an exuberant new magazine that is 
equally devoted to the love of art and the art 
of love. 


Seeeeeees 
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110 West 40th Street 
New York, N.Y. 10018 


 Ienclose $5 for a ten-month subscription 
to the exuberant new magazine AVANT- 
GARDE. I understand that I am paying 
virtually HALF PRICE and that I will 
pg receive-ABSOLUTELY FREE-a copy 

of the magnificent art folio containing 
Picasso’s erotic engravings. 
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the cinema tickets or the dance ticket. 

Most boys nowadays won't use anything and 
expect a girl to take what comes. It makes a girl 
feel contaminated. In places where you can’t 
get to a bathroom to clean up it’s a really horrible 
business. But I've never met a boy who seems to 
care. They just want to keep going on until 
they've had enough. They play hell with you if 
you won't come across on their first date, often 
quite early in the evening, and once they've 
started they want to spend the whole evening 
doing it as many times as they can. I’ve been out 
with boys who obviously don’t really want a girl 
as a person at all. They don’t want to talk to you: 
they simply want to strip you off as soon as 
possible and maul your breasts and feel around 
everywhere else—especially that—and then get 
into you for as long as they can. 

A girl has a rotten time of it, one way or 
another. Her organ is messy and she menstru- 
ates, and when she’s sexually stimulated she 
exudes a fluid that smells unpleasant. Also she 
perspires a lot there. A girl’s sexual life is one 
long cleaning-up job. So | think a boy should 
treat a girl with some consideration. 

Do boys really need it so much? | could 
easily go without for weeks, but boys seem to 
want it all the time. Some of my friends say the 
same thing, so my experience seems quite usual. 
| used to think that girls who got into trouble 
must have asked for it, but | know better now. 
A girl who refuses gets no life at all. 

When | started going out with boys | used 
to wonder what they would think of me as a 
person. | soon found out that didn’t interest 
them. Would | be pretty enough? Was my 
figure attractive? What would they think of my 
body—would they dislike my having so much 
pubic hair? | soon discovered that so long as a 
girl had breasts and would let them do all they 
wanted they weren't worried about appearances 
or anything else. A boy's interest in a girl is 
limited to about six square inches of her body 
and that's all. I've heard boys say about a girl, 
"She's a good screw”, and that’s it. That's all 
they see in a girl. 

Perhaps you think | am cynical, but believe 
me | am disillusioned, and-I am not yet 20. It 
looks like being a hard life, or do men get over 
it as they grow older?—Jean P. (name and 
address supplied), Leeds, Yorkshire. 


Fumble fingers 

Jennifer R. is right in saying that because of the 
pill few men will accept no for an answer. To 
some extent | sympathize with her distaste for 
the situation, but my own particular gripe is not 
that “they all want to do it all the time”, but that 
so few of them can do it properly at any time. 

Taking into account the availability of books 
on how, as well as the innumerable opportuni- 
ties offered by our permissive society, it is 
incomprehensible to me that so many inept 
hamfisted fumblers still remain. How some of 
them have the gall to actually expect us to 
submit to their grotesque attempts for pleasure 
is quite beyond me. 

Since they would hardly expect to perform 
any other activity so badly without inviting 
contempt, why is it that so many appear to 
lack the pride and self-respect in something so 
manifestly near and dear to their hearts (and 


mine) ?—Katherine de Villiers, Green Street, 
London W.7. 


Case of adjustment 

My fiancee and | have hardly ever had inter- 
course because. though | enjoy it, she hardly 
did at all. She prefers me to make love to her 
manually, and | now find this preference of hers 
less and less of a problem. She reciprocates 
with me of course, otherwise | would go mad, 
and she certainly satisfies me. So we get our 
thrills through fondling. 

My fiancee was at boarding school and she 
says she first got her sexual excitement at 14 
when a girl in her dormitory lifted my sweet- 
heart's nightdress and began caressing her 
intimately. She found the sensation so thrilling 
that she could only cling to the girl. She has a 
prominent clitoris—only a fraction short of 14 
inches when erect (I measured it once at her 
suggestion)—and when this became apparent 
the girl called out to the others in the dormitory 
who all crowded round to see it. She then had 
her first orgasm, and after this she was often 
caressed by the other girls and did the same to 
them. She swears she is in no way lesbian, but 
these early experiences may have conditioned 
her to manual stimulation. 

| first had intercourse at 12 and developed a 
taste for it, but | am now having to adjust my 
feelings—successfully, | might add.—D.E.A. 
(name and address supplied), Watford, 
Hertfordshire. 


Getting a man down 

When of school age | had many experiences of 
fighting girls, and owing to my being light and 
not particularly strong | generally came off 
worse, most of the girls taking a delight in 
sitting astride me for long periods as if to prove 
their superiority. This had a lasting effect on me, 
as | still enjoy being sat on—something 


my wife, attired in knickers and bra, often 
does, 

In my twenties | went on an outing with a tall 
strapping girl | had often fought as a boy, and 
we talked over past experiences while eating 
lunch in a deserted wood. | boasted that she 
wouldn't beat me now, and she immediately 
challenged me. After initial grappling we fell on 
the ground and she gripped me with her strong 
legs and forced me on to my back, easily pinning 
my arms down. | was teased for my inability to 
move, and then she sat on my stomach, con- 
tinuing her taunts. She weighed 11 stone and | 
felt flattened and it wasn’t long before her 
knowing movements and the feelings that had 
arisen between us from her position of complete 
superiority brought me to a climax. 

My most recent experience was with a 
muscular physiotherapist. a schoolfriend of my 
wife's. Fooling about one’ evening they set on 
me, tickling my ribs and feet, and my wife 
mentioned how strong her friend had been at 
school and bet she could out-wrestle me. She 
proved to be the strongest girl | had ever fought, 
and easily forced me to“submit. The same thing 
happened a second time, but this time she lay 
heavily on me for a few minutes before straddling 
me and tightly gripping my wrists. My wife 
encouraged her to stay there in triumph, and | 
remained flat under her for about an hour with 
continual erections and two orgasms, both 
women deriding my position of subjection. 

On her last two visits my masculine pride 
suffered a further blow, as my wife and her 
friend slept together, leaving me in the spare 
room. These fleeting lesbian affairs (which | 
later discovered had gone on for a year, follow- 
ing my wife’s seduction) have had no adverse 
effect on our relationship, but have actually 
improved it. | have been taught many more 
stimulating acts of lovemaking !—D.G. (name 
and address supplied), Maidstone, Kent += 
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Slavery in our time 


The Anti-Slavery Society sounds 
like something from Harriet 
Beecher Stowe, but in fact it’s an 
organization that not only still 
exists but finds plenty to keep it 
busy. Based in London and run by 
an energetic ex-colonel, the 
society is just now limbering up 
for another heave against the 
stubborn remnants of trade in 
human kind—for, néarly two 
centuries after the campaigns that 
led to the abolition of slave 
trading in the British Empire and 
elsewhere, there are still people 
who keep slaves and still com- 
munities where the practice is 
regarded as normal. The slaves are 
largely Africans and Arabs, and so 
are the slavemasters. 

It's important that these chilling 
facts should be known, not only 
because publicity is the best way 
to bring pressure to end such 
abuses, but because in the atmos- 
phere of the black upsurge in this 
country a false and embittering 
version of the history of black and 
white relations shows signs of 
gaining currency. According to 
this version, cherished by reckless 
Black Power leaders for the inflam- 
ing of their unreflecting followers, 
slavery was an evil imported into 
the carefree African glades by 
abominable Europeans. As one 
Negro activist was heard to say in 
a West Coast television documen- 
tary put out by the BBC, Africans 
were “running around having a 
good time” until the whites 
intruded on their tropical shores | 

The truth, easily verifiable, is 
that slavery was practised by 
Africans long before Europeans 
ever set foot in that continent. As 
the British historian Basil Davidson 
has written in a sympathetic study 
of African history : “Some form of 
slavery had existed in Africa, 
among Africans, for centuries. 
Prisoners of war and convicted 
criminals were often treated as 
“‘wageless labour’, liable tb be 


bought and sold. .. In many cases 
it was this reservoir of ‘captive 
labour’ within African society that 
opened the gates to overseas 
slavery. African chiefs and kings 
sold their slaves to Europeans just 
as they had always sold them to 
one another.” 

And since we're setting the 


‘record straight, it's important to 


add, while we're about it, that 
slavery was also commonplace at 
the time in one form or another in 
nearly all parts of the world. Serf- 
dom in Russia, for example, per- 
sisted well after the U.S. Civil War. 

Those of a mind to indulge in 
the sterile pastime of apportioning 
praise and blame to the dead will 
never run short of cruelties and 
inhumanities with which to revile 
whites who participated in and 
profited from the slave trade. But 
it's worth reflecting that if people 
of European stock made any dis- 
tinguishing contribution to slavery, 
which is an institution as old as 
mankind itself, it was not to extend 
it but to suppress it. 

Reformers’ efforts were, need- 
less to say, strongly resisted—as 
they always have been by slave- 
oriented societies—and resistance 
continues today in Africa and 
Arabia. Among Muslims making 
the pilgrimage to Mecca it remains 
a practical tradition to buy an 
African girl for resale at journey's 
end, the profit covering the 
travelling expenses. This is one of 
the customs the Anti-Slavery Soc- 
iety is currently striving to root out. 
How many more such practices 
would come to light if defaulting 
governments, including numerous 
African states, were to abide by 
the U.N. Convention on Slavery 
which they studiously avoid 
ratifying ? 

These are realities of human 
misery now, and therefore deserv- 
ing the attention, jt seems to us, of 
all who profess to be concerned 
for human brotherhood, regardless 
of color, Portraying slavery as the 
preserve of whites can only help 


delay abolishing it where it per- 
sists among non-whites. 

But if it’s just a rousing speech 
you want, sure, go ahead and stick 
to pointing the finger. 


The Egg and Who? 
“My budgie, a guaranteed cock- 
bird according to the breeder, 
went down the neck of my dress, 
settled down halfway down my 
anatomy and there laid an egg! 
A strange experience !”—Letter in 
Competitors’ Journal. 

Wait till it hatches! 


Parentomania 


Going through some back issues 
of the Sunday Times of London 
we came across the following: 
“The Swedish Government has 
disregarded a recommendation by 
the Governor's office in Stockholm 
and is allowing a man of 26 to 
marry his mother-in-law, who is 
40. He has divorced her daughter 
and been given custody of their 
child. Now his mother-in-law is 
pregnant. Because of the emo- 
tional conflicts that might arise 
from the strange relationship if the 
child were brought up by her 
father after he had married her 
grandmother, the Governor's office 
recommended rejection of the 
man’s request—BUP.” 

We checked the story with a 
Swedish official in London and 
asked him if he could throw any 
light on the Governor's desire to 
curtail the wedding. 

“Well,” he said, “the Governor 
is worried about the paper work. 
That alone would undermine the 
confidence of our people. Imagine 
trying to record the consequences 
of such a marriage. The young 
man’s first wife, if he actually 
marries his mother-in-law, will 
legally become his own step- 
daughter. Now if his first wife is, 
in reality, his stepdaughter, then 


the child they have in common | 


may still be a son to him, but it 
becomes a half-brother to its own 
mother. Thatis, of course, because, 
technically, the mother and her 
son have the same father in 
common.” 

We began to see the Governor's 
point. 

“Now, if his son,” he continued, 
“is his first wife's half-brother, 
then logically his own son becomes 
his brother-in-law as well.” 

We shuddered at the paper work. 

“But that’s only the beginning,” 
he said. “If this young man marries 
his son's ‘grandmother, who is 
now the young man’s mother-in- 
law, then in the legal sense he 
becomes a grandfather to his own 
son. 

“But we thought you said his 
son was teally his brother-in- 
law?" 

“Precisely!” he said. “And so 
he is.” 

“In other words,” we said, “the 
man is both a brother-in-law as 
well as a grandfather to his own 
son?’ 

“Exactly,” he said. “But techni- 
cally, if he is married to the 
grandmother of his brother-in- 
law, he then becomes his brother- 
in-law's grandfather, meaning that 
his first wife, who is his brother- 
in-law’s half-sister, becomes his 
stepgranddaughter through mar- 
riage. Now his stepgranddaughter 
has a son, which is in reality his 
son aswell, but because she isnow 
his stepgranddaughter he be- 
comes a great-great-grandfather 
once removed .. . to his own son.” 

“But,” we said, “if he is his own 
son’s great - great - grandfather, 
then he must be his own great- 
grandfather as well!” 

“Ah, yes,” he said, “but un- 
fortunately it doesn't end there. 
We have the little matter of his 
second child to consider. His 
second child, being the child of 
the mother of his first wife, auto- 
matically becomes his first wife's 
half-brother or half-sister. Now, 
that means that if his second child 
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is the brother or sister of his first 
wife, then his first wife is legally 
his own half-daughter.” 

“Do you mean to say that if this 
young man marries his mother-in- 
law then it can be legally estab- 
lished that he was actually married 
to his own half-daughter ?” 


“Well, surely that solves the 
Governor's problem?” we said. 
“He can threaten to arrest the man 
for being married to his own 
daughter if he goes through with 
the present marriage ?” 

“Not quite,” he said. “The 
young man has a way out. We 
have already considered the possi- 
bility, but if the young man is 
clever he can sue the State for 
false arrest.” 

“How is that?” we said. 

“Very simple,” he said. “The 
young man can prove that he is 
only distantly related to himself, 
and then only through marriage.” 

“Only distantly related to him- 
self!” we said. 

“Why, yes,” he said. “Shall | 
explain how...” 


Bawding houses ? 


“The Manx Government plans to 
relax regulations on boarding 
houses to make more beds 
available for tourist sin late 
August and September.”—Daily 
Telegraph (London). 

Another victory for the per- 
missive society. 


Plumber's tool 


The depraved 


terminology of 


engineering is an enduring and 
entertaining phenomenon (male 
and female joints etc), and we take 
pleasure in offering to a larger 
readership this item from the 
catalog of Messis Abbot, Birks 
& Co Ltd of Blackfriars, London. 


| This enterprising company an- 


nounces “ ‘Abbirko’ Screwing 
Paste”, with the slogan: 

For longer die life 

For reduced effort. 

The word “die”, it will be remem- 
bered, has a Shakespearean mean- 
ing that has nothing to do with 
engineering, 

“Our Screwing Oil”, states the 
announcement “already has a fine 
reputation”, but now comes the 
latest product “for those who 
prefer a paste lubricant on account 
of its ease of application and be- 
cause it is less likely to be spilt on 
consumers’ premises”. 

The future of Abbirko Screwing 
Paste seems assured, for “the 
importance of a good screwing 
lubricant”, as the ad persuasively 
comments, “is now widely 
appreciated”. 


Dialectical dialogue 


The following is culled from a 
feature entitled “Dear Carmelita” 
published, we understand, in the 
Cuban National Herald This is an 
unexpurgated translation: 

Dear Carmelita: My friends tell me 
that the reason | can’t get a man 
is because | have bad breath. Is 
this true: do men really care what a 
gitl’s breath is like ?—Puzzled 
Dear Puzzled: \'m afraid the answer 
is yes! Unscrupulous American 


iz 
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trade practices have intoxicated 
‘our people with false values and 
made them fear the natural and 
obvious functions of the human 
body. | would discount false 
dentifrice claims and continue 
being natural and unaffected. 
When the right man comes along 
he will love you as you are. A 
walking advertisement for Ameri- 
can dental products has no place 
in a progressive Cuban society. 
Dear Carmelita: | have spent 
several years now trying to teach 
my dog a few simple tricks but he 
appears to be stupid and un- 
interested. 1 have tried every 
means including whipping him 
until he can no longer stand. 
What can / do further to convince 
him that he must learn?— 
Desperate. 

Dear Desperate: Dog lovers every- 
where will sympathize with your 
difficulties. Antiquated American 
methods of dog training have 
softened and virtually destroyed 
the will and spirit of the species. 
No doubt your animal is a product 
of this American influence. If 
whipping doesn’t succeed | would 
strongly recommend starvation. 
Dear Carmelita: | am 14 years old 
but already have the feelings of a 
much older woman. | am in love 
with Carlos, who is 15, but he 
doesn't pay any attention to me. 
He has eyes only for his golf 
clubs.—Worried. 

Dear Worried: Carlos is still a child 
and his flirtation with golf is 
merely a symbol of American 
escapism and cannot be taken 
seriously. As he advances in age 
and experience he will learn that 
golf clubs cannot take the place of 
duty and obligation. Soon, how- 
ever, it will be impossible for him 
to continue this unfortunate pur- 
suit since all golf courses will be 
nationalized and converted into 
sugar plantations. 

Dear Carmelita: All my life | have 
wanted to mingle socially with 
better-class people. Atthis moment 
1 am employed by the Cuban 
State Sewage & Disposal Corpora- 
tion and after a hard day's work 
underground / find it difficult to 
enter their company.—Rejected. 
Dear Rejected: Class distinction is 
one of the unfortunate effects of 
the decadent North American 
social system. The success of the 
revolutionary regime will depend 
‘on the gradual integration of all 
classes. Try to think of it this way: 
the white-collar workers whom 
you envy are not unlinked with 
your own profession. They need 
your sewage and disposal know- 
how just as much as your 


livelihood depends on their ability 
to provide you with raw materials 
Dear Carmelita: The man | love 
doesn’t want me. For 17 years we 
have been happily engaged and 
now, suddenly, he wants to wait 
awhile before getting married. 
What can / possibly do to hasten 
his decision ?—Disappointed 

Dear Disappointed: | think you 
were wrong in having a long 
engagement. American divorce 
practices have probably influenced 
your fiancé’s decision. Our younger 
generation is too aware of the 
pitfalls of extra-marital activity in 
the United States. Appeal to his 
sense of pride and prove to him 
that a good Cuban girl doesn’t 
mind waiting for the man she 
loves. 


Jump for joy 


“Our photograph shows Mr & Mrs 
H. J. Hill leaping the Hurlingham 
Church Hall yesterday after the 
marriage ceremony” — Buenos 


Aires Herald. 
They'll come down to earth later. 


Progress, my ass 


Progress: (Webster's New Inter- 
national Dictionary, 2nd Edition.- 
I don’t own the 3rd... haven't 
finished this one yet.) The action 
or process of advancing or improv- 
ing by marked stages or degrees: 
gradual betterment. 

Progress: (Author's Def.) One 
step forward, two steps backward. 


Item: Ep (body) painting. Why 
not spend an evening with water 
colors going over that Anthro- 
pology Major you're living with? 
While she's reading Hooton, regild 
her belly booton. Get the whole 
gang together, take your clothes 
off and relate. Smear. Touch. 
Grab. Violet, green, chartreuse one 
another. Paint eyes and a nose on 
your girl’s belly right above her 
moustache. Paint boobs on her 
boobs so they don’t scare you any 
more. Body decoration is Itsville, 

Note. When the Puritans came 
here in the cause of freedom, the 
first thing they did was to 
persecute the opposition. Then 
they bought slaves. In the mean- 
time they referred to the real 
natives as “red men”. Obviously, 
anybody who sailed the Atlantic 
in the hold of a leaky wooden tub 
in order to live in a forest was 
either a moron, a jailbird, or a 


complete failure at home. This is 
the kind of cretin who failed to 
notice that what they called red 
men were people who dyed their 
skin with berry juice. The red men 
were Mongolian, orslightly yellow. 
But what can you expect from a 
retarded Cockney? 

Note 2: In New Guinea, the 
folks have been daubing them- 
selves with paint since the days 
when dinosaurs were called “Here, 
pussy”. 

Note 3; Your very own forbears 
were greaseballs who painted 
themselves blue with woad. They 
were highly intelligent Britons who 
could count up to two by grunting 
two times. Or by pointing. 

item: Let's put on our chokers, 
chains, Indian feathers and Mashlis 
and go out in the streets and 
pretend we're goddam fools. 

Note: Certain African ladies 
stretch their necks in order to 
accommodate hundreds of bands 
of gold wire. Others stretch their 
lips and put rings in their noses. 
Some make big holes in their 
lobes and stuff them with gold 
coins. Still others stick bones 
through their lips and wear anklets 
made of dead tsetse flies and 
cowshit. Their relatives cut people 
up and wear the parts around the 
waist. 

Item: Well, you must admit 
there's been some progress. After 
all, | mean.. They've got antibiotics 
and indoor plumbing and, er, well, 
how about the automobile and 
going to the moon, for Chrissake ? 

Note: Antibiotics are keeping 
alive the people that DDT is going 
to kill. The elimination of childbed 
fever, malaria, smallpox and the 
plague has merely served to 
increase the population. These are 
the people who use all that indoor 
plumbing which, after negotiating 
some tricky turns in the sewerage 
system, empties into the rivers and 
kills the fish. The only hope that 
the world will recover its ecological 
balance lies with emphysema. 

Note 2; The automobile was 
invented by two Germans in 1896. 
One was named Benz. The other 
wasn’t. Henry Ford introduced the 
assembly line which was success- 
ful in reducing his fellow citizens 
to the status of robots. He also 
invented old-time fiddle playing 
and the Protocols of the Elders of 
Zion. Mr Ford's descendants are, 
fortunately, very sorry about the 
‘old man and to make it up to the 
world they give money to ballet 
dancers. 

What the auto did for us that is 
priceless, however, is that it led to 
the building of millions of miles of 


highways that plow under the 
scenery, ravage the cities, and 
provide space for the ceaseless 
frightfulness of huckstering bill- 
boards. As a by-product, the 
wonderful family bus kills 40,000 
people a year. That's in one 
country. This has led to the stirring 
slogan: “Make cars, not war’. 

As for the moon. Well, just 
getting there makes a kind of puke- 
face out of Lindbergh, doesn’t it? 

Item: Television ? 

Note: Well, TV isn’t a// bad. It 
can and does bring you dying 
soldiers at breakfast, naked greed 
at lunch and some powerful 
sweat-smell-killers at dinner. It 
used to be a wonderful place to 
stick the kids for a couple of 
hours, but the kids who have 
stopped eating mud and wetting 
themselves are on to it. It still 
offers entertainment to that part of 
the population which is unable to 
provide its own conversation. Air 
time is forced on professional 
show-offs who proceed to load 
the ether with renditions in 
garbled English of the exciting 
details of how they eat, how they 
dress in bed, and what their frank 
opinions are of watercress and 
fishing. Daytime is reserved for 
tittery housewives playing chil- 
dren’s games for money. Evenings 
are set aside for beer drinkers who 
have had a hard day on the sani- 
tation truck and are tired of 
thinking. The very late nighttime is 
given over to old strips of celluloid 
celebrating the fact that even then 
movies were worse than ever. 

Item: Well, haven't people pro- 
gressed ... as people? 

Note: To some extent. At one 
time, people had, as leaders, men 
who were simply stronger than 
other men. Leaders of this kind 
often turned out to be cruel. Some 
were tyrants. The masses had no 
voice in how their lives were to be 
run. Today, in many parts of the 
world, the masses vote for their 
leaders. This has done away with 
a certain amount of cruelty. In 
time, the leaders may find some- 
thing to replace it with. The 
present-day leaders are clearly not 
merely stronger than other men. 
They are weaker. 

item: Well, science? Doesn't 
science show progress? 

Note: Science has eliminated 
many of mankind's major woes. 
Over the centuries, the tribes have 
used castor oil, milk of magnesia, 
—x-Lax and God knows what in 
order to help his elimination. Now, 
through scientific advances, man 
finally knows how to eliminate 
himself—Henry Morgan 


Lee Remick: change of (movie) life 


Gore and bore 


After seeing films like The Wild 
Bunch, | tend to think that one of 
the chief differences between 
selected movie people and mass 
murderers is that filmmakers have 
found a socially-acceptable outlet 
for their violent fantasies, while the 
psychotics haven't. Quite simply, 
The Wild Bunch is a celebration of 
gore and slaughter. Director Sam 
(Ride the High Country, Major 
Dundee) Peckinpah keeps the 
blood spurting—out of slit throats, 
gun wounds, knife slashes, ad 
nauseum. One must acknowledge 
that he is a master at this unhealthy 
game; the cruel, slow-motion 
dances of death various characters 
perform are nothing less than 
beautiful. And repugnant. And 
borrowed, from Bonnie and Clyde, 
whose climactic, machine-gun- 
prompted ballet at least had 
purposeful, dramatic value. 

The film never really rises above 
random carnage and ultimately 


‘instead to Lee Remick, surely one 


must be classified as a bloody 
bore. The movie stars William, 
Holden, who's obviously too 
affable for his role, Ernest Borgnine 
and Robert Ryan (who both turn, 
in damned good steely portrayals) 
and Edmund O’Brien, who comes 
actoss as a pernicious Gabby 
Hayes. 


Change of life 


It's much more rewarding to turn 


of God's most gorgeous creatures 
and always a pleasure to watch. 
Because of her beauty and under- 
stated physicality, Miss Remick 
has herself helped obscure the fact 
that she is quite a gifted thespian. 
Starting with her first film, A Face 
jin the Crowd, in which she 
appeared as a naive bud of a baton 
twirler plucked by Andy Griffith, 
Lee's movie career has been 
predicated on a Dionysian inno- 
cence she sensually and effort- 
lessly evokes. Her latest movie, 
Hard Contract, in which she 
stars with James Coburn and 
Sterling Hayden, finally breaks her 
mold as a woman put upon by 
terrorists, rapists, con men and 
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Wild incident from “Wild Bunch’ (Warren Oates) 


Keeps the blood spurting 


other corrupters. In fact, the film 
is a change of cinema life not only 
for Lee but also for Coburn and 
Hayden. 

The first half is post-/n Like 
Flint. Coburn, a cinematic shlock- 
meister of long standing, does his 
Derek Flint thing as he enacts John 
Cunningham, a cool, hired killer in 
Spain on the first leg of his three- 
murder jaunt. Then, half-way 
through the movie, comes a 
switch as Cunningham suddenly 
embarks on an existential search 
for the meaning of his life, trying 
to discover whether being a gun 
for hire is a decent profession for 
such a good-looking fella. (S. 
Lee Pogostin, who wrote and 
directed the film, provided a weak 
screenplay, with directorial 
touches to match.) By the end of 
the movie, it is evident that Coburn 
can convey subtle humor, strength 
and sophistication. | suspect that 
the 6-foot 2-inch real-life karate 
expert will star in only a few more 
potboilers (for the bank account) 
before testing himself with more 
demanding and worthwhile 
material. 

For once, Miss Remick does not 
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have innocence to lose. As Sheila, 
a rich, aimlessly globetrotting 
socialite, she’s so sexually jaded 
that when told of Cunningham's 
request for a prostitute she 
volunteers to do the job, after 
which he learns of her charade and 
they fall in love. Not at all 
intimidated by what Cunningham 
does for a living (Sheila learns the 
facts of his life after the second 
killing), she mounts a good case 
for occupational cross-training: 
maybe John can find a legitimate 
job in a related profession? At 
last, Miss Remick will not be over- 
tuled or brutalized. For the first 
time in her career, Lee Remick 
plays a strong character and, by 
the end of Hard Contract, having 
more or less screwed up Coburn’s 
hitherto happy livelihood, she’s 
perfectly willing to support him 
for the rest of their lives. 

The pivotal confrontation is a 
scene between Coburn and the 
third name on his hard contract— 
Michael Carlson (Hayden), a 
gracefully retired gentleman 
farmer who, in his youth, was 
probably a better hired killer than 
even Coburn. They have a long 


which Coburn is apparently con- 
vinced to kill no more, Hayden has 
aged considerably, but well. All 
that gut vitality is still abundantly 
present, even though he’s into a 


handles it marvelously. Hayden 
will amost certainly graduate into 
roles requiring detached wisdom 
and stature, the kind of thing 
Henry Fonda does so poorly. (The 
producers of the next spate of 


films with American Presidents as 
protagonists would do well to 
look no further than Mr Hayden.) 
All in all, Hard Contract has more 
than its share of attention-binding 
moments. 


. . » Greetings, one of the most 
original and entertaining American 
movies in years, is playing the 
underground/art circuit, and that's 
unfortunate. Especially so when 
minor monstrosities such as 
Stiletto clutter our theaters. Alex 
Cord, who stars in Stiletto, is easily 
as good an actor as George 
Peppard. Peppard, on view in 
House of Cards, is one of the 
lousiest actors in the world . . . 
Krakatoa, East of Java, the latest 
Cinerama feature, makes a good 
case for going back to the original 
Cinerama concept of special- 
effects anthologies. One of 
Krakatoa’s touching moments: 
Sal Mineo introduces himself to a 
Javanese nymph, telling her his 
name is Leoncavallo. She quickly 
replies, “Reoncavarro?” Lovely 
. .. Although Catherine Deneuve 
impressed the hell out of us in 
Repulsion and Belle de Jour, her 
range, judging from The April 
Fools, doesn't include dialogue. 
Miss Deneuve is as lovely as a 
fragile Ming vase, and about as 
lively. She'll remain a star as long 
as her roles call for fetching 
catatonics . . . The big asset of 
Rowan & Martin's The Maltese 
Bippy is the movie's title which, 
frankly, | find embarrassingly 
stupid . . . Truffaut's Sto/en Kisses 
is a cohesive, amiable trifle which 
90% of the world’s working 
directors would have thoroughly 
cocked up... If Gregory Peck is 
seriously thinking about going 
into politics he’s on the right path. 
His last three flicks, Sta/king 
Moon, MacKenna’s Gold and The 
Chairman are as putrid as any of 
the stinkers Ronald Reagan ever 
participated in. Should end on a 
positive note: Alan Arkin as Popi 
continues to show that experi- 
mentation is what acting is all 
about. His next movie, Catch-22, 
should cement the superstardom 
he merits.—Anthony Rome 


Shorts Impurities and putdowns 


Dustin Hoffman's two films (The | There is a singular lack of 
Graduate, Midnight Cowboy) | essential purity in most of the so- 
both end with him sitting in the | called cultural festivals around the 
back of a bus, but there's | world which usually make of the 
absolutely no chance of that | homesite a completely incidental 
happening in his next movie, | element. The big concentration is 
Little Big Man, adapted from | on importing huge quantities of 
Thomas Berger's brilliant satire | foreign artists or orchestras or 
about the old West. Dustin could, | dance and theatre troupes whose 
of course, wind up ina stagecoach | reputations and costs are mam- 


“Reconstruction” scene: Predatory political Don Juan 


moth but whose star quality is 
guaranteed to sell tickets to the 
tourists. 

Usually there is a great stuffing 
of these many events into one city 
for a two- or three-week orgy of 
the generally tried-and-not-found- 
wanting items of standard reper- 
toire. And where there is a 
Premiere involved, you'd better 
believe that for the intrepid festival 
committee the creator in question 
will have been well represented in 
the world market with other 
works before being allowed 
to enter the city limits. There is 
generally a firm establishment in 
control of these festivals, where to 
be new is to be suspect and to be 
different is to be unheard of. 

At Edinburgh, for instance, the 
establishment festival is institu- 
tionally successful, but the fringe 
items are where the action is. 
Once, not too many years ago, 
The Times of London (or was it 
the Sunday Times?) ran a long 
story about the festival advising 
them to hand over the reins of the 
theatre section to a boy from 
Louisiana, one Jim Haynes by 
name, who had settled into the 


back streets of Edinburgh and with | 
his Traverse Theatre had been | 
producing plays of the present and | 
future while festival time was still 
doing James Bridie at the living 
room in one set and three stock 
characters. Needless to say the 
city fathers didn’t take too kindly 
to the newspaper's suggestion, 
and Haynes is now in London, 
where his Arts Laboratory is 
flourishing. 

Things seem to be different in 
Holland where despite a tight 
establishment hand at the top the 
concept of an arts festival is 
apparently viable. In the first place, 
the Holland Festival involves the 
entire country geographically, or 
at least the major cities. A visitor 
can therefore travel by comfort- 
able train from one place to | 
another in about an hour, see the 
great countryside, and meet some 
nice locals on the way. What's | 
more important, with many of the 
performances being repeated in 
several cities, it's clear that the 
festival management is intent not 
only on giving the all-important 
visitors a choice of dates, but also 


on making the events plainly and 


emphatically accessible to the 
citizenry in residence. And the 
people there during festival time 
all seem to be aware of what's 
going on. Attendance of the 
Dutch is increasing every year. 

This past time out | found the 
festival seasoned, provocative, 
occasionally sensational but, most 
important of all, | noticed that the 
very impressive outside attractions 
were being used as a supplement 
to homegrown offerings. Sure, 
there was Von Karajan with the 
Berlin Philharmonic, and several 
fiddlers like Menuhin and Oistrakh 
pere et fils. And the Japanese Noh 
Theatre from Tokyo, and the Royal 
Shakespeare Theatre from Strat- 
ford-on-Avon. And many other 
important international artistes and 
groups. Still, the essentially anti- 
American opera Reconstruction, 
composed by five count-em-five 
composers and two librettists, 
which was an ode to Che 
Guevara and a monstrous put- 
down of United States foreign 
policy in Latin America was a 
strictly Dutch effort. That it was 
neither musically, theatrically nor 
politically successful doesn’t 
diminish the fact that it was 
produced under the official aegis 
of the festival hierarchy. 

In speaking to some of the 
writers who swore that not a note 
was finalized, nor a word com- 
mitted to script until all had 
agreed, | was assured in the name 
of socialism that they were depict- 
ing the United States as a 
predatory political Don Juan 


| rapaciously consuming the tender 
| young countries of Latin America. 


When | cited the Russian hard 
seduction of Czechoslovakia they 
protested that was different. When 
! contrasted young creators like 
them in a free country producing a 
violently anti-establishment work, 
while in Russia, the home of 
socialism, young writers were 
being put in work camps for 
bleating even feebly against their 
own hierarchy, they shook their 
heads and told me that that too 
was different. It was not the young 
people that were being carted 
away. So now there is a young 
socialism and a something else. 
So be it. 

At any rate, the main point is 
that the Holland festival is healthy 
enough to put out officially a put- 
down of what is really an 
extension of themselves. 

The overtones of the word 
“culture” are odious in present- 
day usage. Pretension is often 
proffered as a substitute for 
integrity and it may be high time 


for the nabobs of high artistic 
intent and unfortunately low 
result to allow us to wend our 
way back to the original well- 
springs of cultural enrichment. 
We need a renaissance of folk 
theatre, of folk music, of artistic 
expression springing from the 
people. When we go to Holland 
we at least learn about the Dutch 
of today from an arts festival that 
doesn’t insist on presenting us 
with a supermarket of short 
duration containing items that 
most of us can get somewhere 
else during the year. 

In New York the wonder of the 
free Shakespeare Festival pro- 
ductions in Central Park is the 
audience that gathers as it might 
have done in Elizabethan days, in 
shirtsleeves and sandals or what- 
ever, munching dill pickles, yelling 
back and forth at one another, 
completely bereft of the artifices of 
current audience dress and 
behavior mores. And they respond 
to what's going on in front of 
them. They laugh louder, weep 
fuller, cheer lustier, and most of all 
are quicker to see themselves in 
the mirror set before them than 
any hogwashed, _ hidebound, 
black-tied and bejeweled first 
night audience that goes to the 
theater knowing what to expect 
and never being uplifted or let- 
down. 

Like the man once said, “ 
people, yes”. 


Guru for Governor 


Improbable though it sounds, 
experienced politicians concede 
that Timothy Leary, the ex- 
Harvard acid guru, might just have 
a chance of winning his campaign 
for the governorship of California. 

“What you have to remember 
about this state,” one of Leary’s 
aides emphasizes, “is that it loves 
a good show. Reagan himself was 
primarily known as an actor, not 
an administrator, and Tim’s at 
least ten times as articulate, not to 
mention better-looking”. And, of 
course everybody agrees that the 
proportion of acidheads and pot- 
smokers is increasing steadily and 
nowhere faster than California 
where even the first Human Be-In 
(in San Francisco's Golden Gate 
Park) three years ago was able to 
bring out 20,000 stoned freaks. 
Whether they and the hundreds of 
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Gubernatorial candidate Leary: Enough acid-heads to elect him? 


Artist Skaggs and mobile domicile: But no room to paint 
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thousands of later converts will 
turn out to make their mark on 
anything as unpsychedelic as a 
ballot form depends on how much 
they can be radicalized between 
now and November of next year. 

The good doctor may just decide 
to concentrate this time on per- 
suading his followers to infiltrate 
an existing party. The Peace & 
Freedom Party would appear to be 
a logical choice until it's remem- 
bered how uptight they were 
about accepting even merry Jerry 
Rubin in the presidential cam- 
paign. P & F is dominated by 
puritanical, dogmatic Marxists and 
New Leftists most of whom are as 
down on drugs as the existing 
authorities. 

The Democrats, who were re- 
sponsible for the present repressive 
marijuana laws, seem even less 
likely to hand Dr. Leary the 
nomination, so that leaves the 
Republicans—Riotgun Ronnie’s 
own party—some of whose 
younger members, indeed, equate 
conservatism with personal free- 
dom. 

Leary says he'd prefer to avoid 
all the old structures if he can. 
“We can't lose,” he told the 
Berkeley Barb. “We're the majority. 
If you take all the astrologers, 
occultists, turned-on blacks, Third 
World people, students, acid and 
rock freaks and other assorted 
dissatisfied individuals, we're 75% 
of the state. Anyone who wants to 
help should trip out his own 
constructive vision of the future. 
Stay high and you'll be contacted.” 

Despite the fact that Tim, 
through the propagation of LSD, 
has probably changed more minds 
than any other individual jin this 
century, he denies that he will be 
running a drug campaign. “My 
purpose is to turn on the world.” 
he promises, “but my politics will 
be based on a system of rewards 
instead of punishments. Make 
people happy.” This includes 
tightwingers and policemen— 
whose salaries will be tripled. Of 
course, marijuana will be legalized, 
but smokers would pay a head tax 
of $1000 per year—considerably 
less than drinkers pay in hidden 
taxes for their alcohol. 

On these and other matters Tim 
has been doing some hard think- 
ing. Long underestimated by 
people who haven't met him, he’s 
one of the most constructive 
thinkers in America, and tuned in 
to an incredibly diffuse network of 
intellectuals and activists in 
governmental, scientific, psycho- 
logical and radical circles. Hun- 
dreds of rich heads owe their new 


lease on life to a weekend at the 
rambling Millbrook mansion, and 
the millionaire Hitchcock family 
who donated Millbrook to the 
cause remain devoted backers. 

Then there are the rock groups. 
Most of them are solidly behind 
the grass-roots candidate, and at 
least a score of them will be 
actompanying his campaign train 
as it heads through the state this 
fall spreading the joyous message. 
As for a campaign song, John 
Lennon contributed one called 
Come Together Join the Party 
(Don’t come alone/Come together 
/It’'s the only way to come). 

At present Leary, a native of 
California for 23 years, is working 
ona 10-point program to deal with 
the state's problems, everything 
from smog to alcohol, but he 
vows that when elected he'll do as 
little as possible. 

“The government that does the 
least is the one that does the best,” 
he affirms. 
Hippie beggars 


The freedom to do one’s thing is so. 
generally accepted in the hippie 
community that nobody bothers to 
tell the whining beggars, male and 
female, that they're a drag. Not 
that it would make any difference. 
One of the hazards of a permissive 
society is the number of parasites 
determined to live off the energy 
level of others. 

That this is usually a much- 
derided conservative viewpoint is 
irrelevant: there's a difference 
between under-privileged families 
entitled to welfare and rich dropout 
kids who menace the good vibes 
of their communities by constantly 
importuning their brothers, If 
they're sincere about their voca- 
tion let them go and beg where the 
big money is; in fact better yet, let 
them accept those rejected allow- 
ances from affluent parents and 
pass them on to their less fortunate 
brothers. 


Destination: home _ 


If, as has been rumored, some 
enterprising publisher comes up 
with a compendium of Hippy 
Homes & Gardens, then Joey 
Skaggs, 24, should be featured 
early in the series. Joey, an East 
Village painter, just sold his 
cluttered loft and even more 
crowded camper, and combined 
the furnishings of both into a re- 
conditioned bus which he now 
plans to make his mobile home. 
The bus, a 33-foot 60-seater, 
cost him $500 in a New Jersey 
junkyard, to which it had been 
consigned after nine years’ trans- 


porting children to and from 
school. The first thing Joey did 
was to rip out the seats, lay down 
a parquet floor and divide it into 
two rooms. He then spent two 
months and the $3000 proceeds 
from his loft trying to accommo- 
date his collection of antiques. 

A partial list of contents: 
carved stone working fireplace 
with chimney; French armoire: 
rolltop desk; bookshelves; brass 
double bed; oak kitchen table and 
chairs; piano; 17th-century Italian 
tapestry; Victorian porcelain sink 
on pedestal; oak ice chest and 
antique cooking stove, both opera- 
ting on butane gas: chemical 
toilet; shower equipped with 75- 
gallon water tank welded under 
the bus, heater and marine pump 
attached ; and green velvet drapes. 

Though now able to go any- 
where along with his home, Joey 
lacks space to paint. So he's put 
down his last $650 to buy an 
abandoned barge, moored on the 
Hudson River, which he plans to 
convert to a floating studio. He 
keeps a motorcycle on the bus to 
commute between them. 


Irrelevancies 


In the planning stages: a “‘casette 
of the week” project in which 
short films will be processed for 


cheap easy showing in your home-' 


projector . .. Wanna join a group 
marriage community? Write to 
them at Harrad West, 453 Eureka 
Street, San Francisco, Calif. 94114 
. . . Fords Theatre in Washington 
spent thousands of dollars instal- 
ling hard-bottomed seats, replicas 
of those in the theatre when 
Lincoln was shot, only to discover 
(after complaints from patrons) 
that asses are more tender today. 
Red velvet cushions have been 
ordered .. . Waiters seeking jobs at 
a new night club for women only 
in Osaka, Japan, have to sign 
affidavits that they're unmarried 

. A subtle way for Catholic 
women to protest the Pope's ruling 
‘on contraception is to mail empty 
pill containers to the local bishop 
each month, suggests Jim Robson 
in The Chicago Voice .. . The 
increasing need to process infor- 
mation internationally (when air- 
lines settle accounts with each 
other, for example) is leading to 
greater reliance on computers 
“talking” to each other. Standard- 
ization of the way dates are listed 
will be next, the most likely 
system being: 1969, October 1... 
“Religion—a structure we built to 
preserve the things we value” 
(Rita Greenfield). John 
Wilcock. 


Wednesdays image: Tuesdays came later 


Kooky—and clicks 


Heavy date coming up? New 
York's night-life falls into two 
broad categories: Niteries having 
all the necessities of a girl-ghetto 
gallery, and a few top-flight places 
which match for decor, style, and 
music anything you can find any- 
where in the world. Currently head 
and front above other contenders 
in the first group is Tuesday's, on 
the old Third Avenue site of Joe 
King’s Rathskeller. It arrived on the 
scene this season, and in a 
twinkling became the town’s latest 
“in” spot. The phenomenon of 
queues in the street pressing for 
admission can only be partially 
explained by the power of pub- 
licity and fashion, and must 
ultimately be attributed to some 
mystique that defies analysis. 

This new _ restaurant-disco- 
theque, unveiled by a quartet of 
single young paragons of imagina- 
tion named Al Stillman, Phil 
Sloves, Ben Benson and Ernest 
Kalman, whose virtuosity as. 


suggesters, servers and general 
pleasers is extraordinary, is one 
more operation in a celebrated 
chain known as Wednesday‘s, 
Thursday's and Friday's. The 
Justinian calendar notwithstand- 
ing, Friday's came first. Designed 
by Stillman as a midtown spa for 
swinging singles, it transformed 
First Avenue in the Sixties from 
just another neighborhood to “The 
Strip.” It became a Mecca for 
mini-skirted airline stewardesses ; 
Transylvanian diplomats, drop- 
outs from Mrs Finch’s Finishing 
School, authors of greeting-card 
verse and runners-up in Faye 
Dunaway Look-Alike contests, 

Friday's gave birth to Thursday's, 
where the “singles” motif pre- 
vailed in part, albeit in more 
sophisticated surroundings, and 
they added a dinner menu. By the 
time Thursday's was born, Stillman 
had a partner, Phil Sloves. 

Now came the “fabric of a 


vision”. It would not. be a 
restaurant, discotheque, pub, 
tavern, boozeteria, _volley-ball 


court, clam bar, wine-cheese-and- 
bread shop, flea market or penny 
arcade. It would, instead, be a 
lavish assortment of all these 
things and more. A superdisco- 
theque, a razzle-dazzling den of 


din, an indoor festival, complete 


with Main Street, trees, brass band, | 


Stellar attractions, and many dif- 
ferent kinds of food and drink, it 
would combine under one roof the 
smartened-up elements of the 
Kokomo State Fair, Oz, the Folies 
Bergere, Farmers’ Market and one 
of Hugh Hefner's disturbed 
dreams. 

To help create and operate 
Wednesday's, Stillman and 
Sloves took in third and fourth 
partners, Ben Benson and Ernest 
Kalman. Squandering a sum that 
might have added years and years 
to audacious living, they color- 
splashed the huge basement (if 
your sense of locality has a good 
memory, it will recall these broad 
stairs as leading to the old Tuxedo 
Ballroom), filled it with gags, 
glitter and girls, and jointly put the 
club's gaudy goodies on display. 
Again, the hip public liked what it 
saw. 

Success just seemed to dog 
their every footstep. Once Wed- 
nesday's was launched, they 
opened what we presume to be 
their newest bauble, Tuesday's. 
This is a camp version of the Gay 
Nineties .. . or is it a kooky version 
of the Roaring Twenties. What- 
ever, nymphs out of old-time 
saloon art would fit nicely into the 
lively atmosphere. Tuesday's 
seems to have the requisites to 
lure ‘em, too: shapely yumyums 
for hungry eyes, tricky, kicky 
embellishments, super-mini-clad 
dolls oscillating on old-fashioned 
swings suspended from the high 
ceilings, and discotheque dancing 
upstairs and down, All and every- 
thing conspires to enable the 
“swingles generation” to give into 
abandoned fun in a variety of high- 
styles, and the proprietors to 
giggle themselves all the way to 
the bank with brimming armloads 
of frukie-fresh. This keeps every- 
body happy. 


Romance & la carte 


If you're seeking pleasure-grounds 
that provide the right psycho- 
logical moment with a doll, take 
her to a posh extravagant night 
spot where champagne flows 
readily. A legendary lair of 
romance is Chez Vito, 36 East 
60th Street. It has the appearance 
of a sumptuous red valentine; 
classifies as Continental but is 
predominantly Italian, sports an 
elegant reception room, a chic 
bar, an exquisite deep-red- 
velveted dining room opulently 
furnished with glittering works of 
art, and soft glowing lights. 


The late founder, Vito Pisa, tried 
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out this chunk of enchantment 
about 20 years ago, scoring a 
sensation which goes on and on 
and on to the croon of romantic 
strolling violinists, and the finest 
full-toned opera singers imagin- 
able, who impulsively break into 
song while seated at your table, 
without making the act an intru- 
sion. Entertainment is wrapped up. 
by inspiring dark-haired Leyna 
Gabriele (Mrs Pisa), who belts out 
opera and passionate ballads with 
verve and fervor. Marriage licences 
resulting from a visit to this place 
are up in the myriads. So if you 
value your freedom, beware! 

In the victual department, Chez 
Vito offers a respectable choice of 


meats, poultry, seafood and 
salads; we have waxed poetic 
over fettucini Alfredo, served 


smooth and rich because it's made 
with incredible amounts of fresh 
cream; chicken Mornay (crepes 
filled with diced chicken and 
mushrooms in cream sauce 
gratine), likewise _cotoletta 
Milanese (veal cutlet lightly 
breaded and delicately sautéed in 
butter). 

Luncheon is reasonably priced. 
Pre-theatre dinner is prix fixe at 
$8.75 (including limousine service 
to the theatre if you reserve); 
regular dinner, served to 2 a.m., is 
entirely 2 /a carte, entrees from 
$5.50. A cover of $1.50 also 
prevails, If you order recklessly, 
expect a formidable check. For 
reservations: PL 5-2025. 


Dig Directoire 


If she is keen for a truly gay and 
enticing spectacle, for overstuffed 
upholstery ease, sipping cham- 
pagne cocktails, or sharing a 
bottle, as you combine dining and 
dancing, she'll want to visit the 
French restaurant-discotheque, Le 
Directoire, 160 East 48th Street. 
It recreates Directoire Paris in 
muraled magnificence by Eloi 
Bordelon, with stunning Michael 
Greer decor expressly designed to 
capture the look and feel of 18th- 
century France . . . elegant red, 
white and blue striped walls, 
accented by touches of scarlet in 
the carpets, draperies, and the 
velvet-upholstered steel cam- 
pagian chairs. 

The atmosphere is suave and 
scintillant, not stuffy. Cuisine is 
classic French, with specialities 
such as La Galantine de Faisan, 
Coquille Saint-Jacques Parisienne, 
and Entrecdte Béarnaise . . . and 
naturally French wines to support 
them. Wine prices are very fair, 
based on the idea that wine is an 
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essential, not a flourish. Food 
prices, necessarily expensive, are 
not nearly as high as you would 
expect: $3.00 to $7.50 & /a carte. 

During lunchtime Directoire can. 
best be described as a reasonably 
priced, sedate little French res- 
taurant with good cuisine and a 
relaxing atmosphere. When the 
sun sets, however, it really picks up 
steam. Attractive young things 
keep splitting the dining-room 
scene to gyrate to the grooviest 
vibrations around town. Dancing 
is from 10 p.m. till closing, without 
ever skipping a beat of the music 
(the stereo-system, adroitly man- 
ned by a filly of vast taste and 
knowledge, keeps the sound 
bouncing continuously to the 
mood of the customers . . . the 
later the hour, the faster the 
thythm), and with a chronic two- 
way traffic of guests entering and 
leaving. In the intimate tent- 
shaped bar sit the restless singles, 
the young men who determine 
where the action is. They laugh 
and drink prodigiously, swap 
stories and pretty girls. 

Patrons run collectively from 
international celebs to the 
jeunesse dorée of the day; or in 
other words, the crowd is smart, 
and they're smartly got up. Attire 
is optional, but when tables are 
scarce, strangers may find it to 
their advantage to present them- 
selves in their best togs. A young 
man escorting a dazzling goddess 
is sure to get in, because the 
French-imported host, André 
Lienard, is proud to have his 
tables embellished by the fairest — 
Sheldon Landwehr 


Too much, too soon 


Since information, as well as sex, 
is instant in today’s McLuhanistic. 
rock ‘n’ roll world, everyone knows 
more about Jim Morrison, more 
about Blind Faith, more about 
John and Yoko, than the system 
can bear. That this surfeit of data 
can backfire is a fact that is 
recognized by many of the nation’s 
leading record companies. Nat- 
urally, no one wants to burn out a 
superstar before product is avail- 
able. So admen from Columbia 
were genuinely terrified of a back- 
lash effect because too much, not 
too little, had been written about 
their albino blues guitarist 
Johnny Winter, before the re- 


lease of his first “major” LP. 
The rock public, it would seem, 


is so hungry for heroes and 
heroines—or those who are anti- 
heroic, if you wish—that they will 
digest them before they have been 
allowed to fully cook. One sucess- 
ful counterthrust is that used by 
Bob Dylan and the Band: delib- 
erate and total media isolation, a 
stratagem which, _ interestingly 
enough, makes one even more 
popular than the cooperators. 

Overexposure, however, is not 
the problem for the majority of 
rock musicians. The old adage, It's 
Not What You Do, It's Who You 
Are, raises its venerable head even 
in pop. If the average reporter were 
to receive a press release stating 
that Allan Jacobs and Andrea 
Skinner were going to bed for a 
week in the cause of world peace 
—and, by the way, their newest 
record has just been released by 
Mercury—well, you know what 
his reaction would be! John and 
Yoko are invited to play Mr and 
Mrs Maharishi forever, and yet 
Jacobs and Skinner, whose pro- 
fessional names are Bunky and 
Jake, would be immediately and 
eternally damned for any such 
antics. For any antics. 

|f you doubt, look at sales. 
Unfinished Music No. 2: Life With 
the Lions (Zapple), on which 
Yoko screams for 26 minutes, is on 
the charts and taken seriously, 
while Bunky and Jake's L.A.M.F. 
(Mercury), one of Dylan’s favorite 
LPs, has sold fewer than 10,000 


copies. 
There are innumerable other 
examples. Tom Rapp, guiding 


light of Pearls Before Swine, a 
Florida-born group, wrote two 
exceptional rock songs for One 
Nation Underground (ESP-Disk’), 
then moved to Holland because of 
conditions in this country. “An- 
other Time” is, in many respects, 
inexplicable and unforgettable, a 
haunting ballad with a fine 
melody, it explores the end of both 
a secular love affair and universal 
religious love. It disarmingly juxta- 
poses the casual and the gran- 
diose, the specific and the mytho- 
logical. Rapp talks gently to the 
Christ figure—if indeed we can 
call Him that — and seems 
genuinely curious about what has 
happened to Him and to His 
aspirations, while at the same 
time making it clear clear that His 
message is no longer required: 
Did you ever capture 
Alll those jewels in the sky? 
Did you find that the world 
outside 
Js all inside your mind? 


Or have you come by again 

To die again? 

Well, try again another time. 
“Uncle John” (Uncle Sam, Uncle 
Johnson) is the definitive rock 
stance against the war in Vietnam. 

The Holy Modal Rounders 
live on Weird Street, sing un- 
accompanied tragicomical ballads 
about a werewolf so beautifully 
that one doesn’t know whether to 


| laugh or cry, and generally manage 


to construct such an altogether 
seamless, themeless, exuberant, 
and indulgent Mad magazine 
vision of life that their albums (two 
‘on Prestige, one on ESP-Disk’, one 
on Elektra) resemble nothing so 
much as the films of Jean-Luc 
Godard (particularly Weekend). 
Needless to say, few people have 
ever heard of the Rounders. 

By now, it should be clear that 
there are many pleasant experi- 
ences to be had by traveling those 
‘smaller, more local roads that run 
parallel to rock’s superhighways, 
yet remain invisible because of 
them. Randy Newman, Van Dyke 
Parks, Van Morrison, Ray Davies 
(the Kinks), and Sal Valentino and 
Ron Elliott (the Beau Brummels) 
are six different talents in the 
Warner Brothers-Reprisecatalogue 
who draw repeated praise, abysmal 
sales. Newman is a satirist, Parks 
a formalist, Morrison a mystic, 
Davies a genius, and Valentino 
and Elliott, true professionals, but 
nothing they do seems to register 
with a public which will not stop 
buying such ejecta as /n-A- 
Gadda-Da-Vida (Atco) by the 
Iron Butterfly. 

The list is endless. Terry Boylan 
(Alias Boona, Verve Forecast), 
John Braden (A&M), John 
Stewart (California Bloodlines, 
Capitol), and Nico (The Marble 
Index, Elektra) are singer-song- 
writers who deserve more the 
shock of recognition than the jolt 
of indifference. The Pentangle 
(Reprise), the Velvet Underground 
(Verve and MGM), the Fairport 
Convention (A&M), “Spider” 
John Koerner and Willie Murphy 
(Running. Jumping, Standing Still, 
Elektra), the Kaleidoscope (Epic), 
and the Nice (Immediate) are 
groups about which one could say 
the same. The tally could go on 
and on. 

As rock rolls on, isn’t it pleasing 
to think that, at the very least, a 
kind footnote or two could be 
added concerning some of the 
aforementioned artistes? As Easy 
Rider has shown us, it’s very 
important to come to some under- 
standing of the time element— 
Paul Nelson 


For people 
who are not ashamed 
of having brains. 
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Great Books are published by Encyclopaedia Britannica in collaboration with the University of Chicago. 


Here is the most superb home 
library ever assembled— 
Great Books 


It may not be popular to admit it, 
but all people aren’t created equal. 
And the longer they live (and learn), 
the less equal they get. 

You were probably born with a 
bigger share of intelligence than most 
of your fellow men... and taught 
how to use it. And you appreciate the 
difference. You aren’t ashamed of 
having brains. You enjoy using them. 

That’s why Great Books belong in 
your home. These are the writings of 
Plato, Homer, Cervantes, Tolstoy, 
Freud, Rabelais, Shakespeare, and 
many more. They contain just about 
every important thought of Western 
Man for the past 3,000 years! A set 
of 54 beautifully bound volumes con- 


taining 443 masterpieces by 74 of 
history’s greatest geniuses. 

The $1,000,000 Syntopicon 
Included with Great Books (and 
available only with Great Books) is a 
unique reference work called the Syn- 
topicon. An amazing index that 
required 8 years and cost more than 
$1,000,000 just to write. 

Unlike a dictionary that indexes 
words, or an encyclopaedia which in- 
dexes facts, the Syntopicon indexes 
ideas—every one of the thousands of 
topics and subtopics within the Great 
Books. 

In minutes, the Syntopicon enables 
you to look up any idea in the Great 
Books and find what each of the great 
thinkers thought about it. 

Also available with Great Books 
are the handsome 10-volume reading 
plans. And you may also get a re- 


markable 10-volume set called Gate- 
way to the Great Books, 

Certainly, the Great Books belong 
in the home of every thinking person. 
May we suggest that you send for 
more facts today? 

Send for this FREE Booklet 
To learn more, just = 
fill out and mail 
the attached card to 
Great Books, 425 
N. Michigan Ave., 
Dept. 408-M, 
Chicago, Illinois 
60611. You will 
receive a full-color, 
16-page booklet describing Great 
Books in detail. 

There is no cost or obligation. 
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PENTHOUSE INTERVIEW 


JOHN & YOKO LENNON 


Show me a violent revolution 
that brought about peace 
and freedom . . . Sex for 
peace, man, that’s what 
aying 
—JOHN LENNON 


n an age of protests and demos, the 

most bizarre gesture yetwas this year’s 

intercontinental lie-in performedinthe 
cause of peace by the Beatles’ leading 
individualist John Lennon and his no 
less singular Japanese artist wife Yoko 
Ono. North America’s introduction to 
these public beddings was staged in the 
Queen Elizabeth Hilton in Montreal, 
where the couple held court—in an up- 
dating of the royal levee—to such figures 
as Tom Smothers (of the Brothers), 
Dick Gregory, and a circus of world 
journalists. This followed a European 
lie-in, the origin of the new demo form, 
conceived and delivered at another 
Hilton, in Amsterdam, a few months 
earlier. The rationale of both spectacles, 
it was explained, was that if everyone 
took a week off work to lie in bed there'd 
be less fighting and more time for 
peaceful meditation. 

According to the Beatles’ Apple 
organization, John (28) and Yoko (36) 
have both been thinking about peace 
for years. If that is so, they gave no 
public sign of it until their marriage in 
tense Gibraltar in March. Inspired per- 
haps by the harmony of this union, they 
lost no time in sharing the message with 
a wider public, and they were still on 
honeymoon when they launched their 
first between-the-sheets demonstration 
in Amsterdam. That was in March. By 
April they were mailing acorns to 
astonished world leaders, recommend- 
ing them to plant these seeds as a 
symbol of peace. The oaktree, they 
explained, is something lasting and 
beautiful which grows from something 
small—a hopeful parallel of the lie-ins. 

Altogether 94 acorns were sent. 
Some of them had already been 
collected by Apple staff, but a news- 
paper appeal for more turned Apple 
headquarters into a nuthouse as each 
post brought a few hundred more 
specimens. 

John and Yoko appeared on British 


television to try to explain their views— 
but met with a sceptical and derisive 
reception. When the compere, Eamonn 
Andrews, asked the audience if anyone 
had been inspired by John and Yoko's 
lie-in to think about peace, one man 
replied, “Yes, | think it's a piece of 
rubbish”, and the audience bayed with 
glee. This hostility was typical of 
teactions to the lie-ins around the 
world. 

Why should so mild a gesture of 
idealism arouse such antipathy? Per- 
haps it was a culminating expression of 
public disappointment with Lennon. 
From the Hamburg beginnings in 1960 
to the height of Beatlemania in 1964, he 
had been something of a darling of the 
press, despite his offhand treatment of 
reporters. When the Beatles retired from 
public appearances in 1965 he had 
established a reputation for forthright 
comment, an offbeat sense of humor 
(vide his books John Lennon In His 
Own Write and A Spaniard, in the Works) 
and the best lyrics in contemporary pop. 
The doubts began with the silly 
Maharishi jaunt in the summer of ‘68, 
and multiplied with Yoko's appearance 
on the scene, followed in quick succes- 
sion by John’s divorce, Yoko's over- 
publicized pregnancy and miscarriage, 
and their joint nude appearance on the 
Two Virgins record sleeve. Along with a 
drugs raid on Lennon’‘s house, these 
were too many shocks to an indulgent 
public. The lie-ins, by soliciting atten- 
tion, gave an opportunity for the public 
to express its disenchantment. 

In this exclusive Penthouse Interview, 
conducted by Charles Childs during 
the Montreal performance, Lennon and 
his wife—self-described as “two artists 
with two big egos’—are offered the 
opportunity to give a coherent account 
of their pacific propaganda and its 
purpose. Along the way they also take 
in such topics as oamege nudity, 
money, love and power . 


Penthouse: In your personal peace crusade 
you want people to believe in peace and what 
you stand for. So why infuriate people, as you 
did with your front and back nude record cover 
and your open endorsement of drugs like 
marijuana? 

Lennon: The main hangup in the world today 
is hypocrisy and insecurity. If people can’t face 
up to the fact of other people being naked or 
smoking pot, or whatever they want to do, then 
we're never going to get anywhere. People have 
got to become aware that it’s none of their 
business and that being nude is not obscene. 
Being ourselves is what's important. If everyone 
practised being themselves instead of pretend- 
ing to be what they aren’t, there would be 
peace. 

Penthouse: Mightn’t your own presumed lack 
of insecurity stem from the fact that you have 
money, that you can afford to indulge in whims 
and obsessions like this bed-in, in a $1,000 a 
day suite? 


Lennon: What we'e giving is time. The bread 
doesn’t come into it. We're. relatively rich in 
money and relatively poor in other ways. If it 
takes all my money to get peace, I'll use it. | 
know where bread’s at and the fact is we're 
donating time more than bread. This is our 
holiday. The other Beatles are on holiday but 
Yoko and | are not on holiday, we're using our 
time to work for peace . . . that’s the answer. 
Yoko: Many other people who are rich are using 
their money for something they want. They 
promote soap, use advertising propaganda, 
what have you. We intend to do the same. 
Penthouse: Why haven't you tried to do 
something about peace politically, in an 
engaged way, dealing directly with the 
structures that shape power and wield it? 
Lennon: Because to get through politically, 
you've got to play games—political games like 
compromise. It's time people realized you don't 
have to do it politically, that's one way. But 
we're trying to tell people, people can do it, that 
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it's people who tell governments what to do. 
There are many ways of telling the government 
by withdrawing labor. 

Penthouse: Withdrawing labor? That's vir- 
tually a political act. 

Lennon: Well, yes, in a sense, but not to go 
directly through the channels of politics, that 
saps all your energy and involves you in red 
tape. 

Penthouse: Peace as you express it seems like 
such a general idea, What about specific 
injustices and whether force should be used to 
overturn injustice, which is an idea currently 
being debated by Negroes in the States, by 
Russian and Chinese brands of communism as 
expressed in Chairman Mao’s claim that “social 
change can only come out of the barrel of a 
gun”. 

Lennon: Well, | don’t know that Chairman 
Mao said that. Even if he did, what does it 
prove? OK, the Russians had their revolution 
and it was for the same reasons, oppression, 
Poverty and all that—and look at Russia now. 
Every time you have a violent revolution, the 
guns reign, you shoot the others—that's if they 
don‘t get you—and you get power. But you'll 
have to build the structures that have been 
wrecked and once you build things up again, 
you build a new establishment and you're back 
in the same bag. Don’t think that because the 
black cause is different from the Jewish cause, 
or the communist cause is different from the 
capitalistic cause, that it's going to be any 
different. It's going to be the same game. You 
smash it down, you build it up, then you have 
to hold on to it. And the people who hold on to 
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Marching is a method that’s 
become outmoded. We've 
got new tools— 
communication 
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it are the ones who usually carry the gun. 
We think all of this is wrong. Violence begets 
violence, it's a universal law. All right, some will 
say situations vary from place to place and the 
situation will sometimes justify the use of 
violence, but that’s a compromise and | say 
peace cannot be compromised. If you're sitting 
on the beach and the water's there, there are 
always people who will say it's too deep, there's 
too much current and too many sharks. Well, it 
might be silly, but we're for diving in the water 
to learn how to swim; it's the only way. The 
establishment likes to infiltrate war games. They 
like to make you think the only way is violence. 
Show me a violent revolution that brought 
about peace and freedom, then I'd say OK 
you're right. For two million years, we've had 
violence . . . so what's wrong with trying out 


peace for a change? 
Penthouse: Aren't you going counter to the 
very people who identify with you as a Beatle ? 
Particularly, young people who are students, 
and feel they have put their grievances peace- 
fully, only to have the establishment veto or 
ignore their demands? Out of necessity, they 
argue, they've had to take the extra step 
towards activist protests—violence if ybu like. 
Lennon: Well, sure, | think they should 
protest, but | also think it's a method that's 
become outmoded. It was all right for our fore- 
fathers to protest, to march; it worked for them. 
Now it's different. We've got new tools— 
communication. Hell, the establishment knows 
damn well how to handle marchers. The public's 
becoming increasingly bored and apathetic 
towards demonstrations. Holding a bed-in is 
our way. It’s using todayS methods. It's a form 
of publicity. 

Penthouse: Just what is the message to be 
conveyed by you and Yoko being in bed? 
Lennon: Well, for one it has humor. Sex for 
Peace, man, that’s what we're saying. Sex is 
what it's all about and we're doing it with 
humor . . . and we think that’s what we might 
have over Martin Luther King or Gandhi. They 
somehow made peace too serious, and people 
resented it. When you've got somebody 
smiling, you're halfway there. If you have a 
retarded child in your family, you don’t kick 
him, you don’t beat him up, you extend your 
hand to him. If we're the Aware Generation, 
then we've got to extend our hand to the 
retarded society .. . work our way in on the 
housewife level. 
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: If this is so, then you want people 
®D to identity with you—and yet some people just 
get turned off by long hair on men. Arthur 
Godfrey, the American television personality, 
for instance, gets along with housewives 
F because he’s reassuring and maintains a 

@ status-quo image. 

WI Lennon: On the contrary, advertising has got 
in on the hippie thing because it's new and 
fresh. We say use anything that's fresh and fun. 
Changing people's attitudes to long hair is just 
a matter of talking and talking till they realize 
it's what we're saying that’s happening, not 
how we look, 

Penthouse: Then you're apolitical and you're 
advocating promotion stunts rather than voting, 
which has been the historical franchise 
exercised by a free people. 

Lennon: Well, I've never voted, because I’ve 
never found anyone to vote for. When there is 
somebody to vote for, I'll not only vote for him, 
I'll back him. 

Penthouse: You say the social revolution is 
going to happen out of the sexual revolution 
but, Yoko, don’t you alienate women by 
blatantly making a rather public display of your 
attitudes on sex? 

Yoko: Well, it's perfectly plain that women are 
the Negroes of the world. Most of them are 
educated to be real prudes. Somehow society 
thinks it's very convenient to bring up a woman 
as a prude. You know, to say ‘Well, you women 
will have to be domesticated’, to say that you 
have to stay at home and have very strict moral 
codes. This is like telling Negroes that they're 
born to serve . . . it’s just not so. 
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All you've got to do to 
prove your manhood is lay a 
woman 


es 


Penthouse: In other words, everything in the 
social structure as it exists, you oppose. 
Lennon: Yes, agreed. 

Yoko: Well, no, not in this sense. We're for life, 
not against it. We're just against hypocrisy and 
lies and violence. 

Penthouse: Sure, but you advocate reversing 
roles. You said that if men stopped being 
aggressive, peaceful men would be more 
motherly. 

Yoko: What is masculinity anyway ? Everybody 
is aggressive. Women are aggressive as well as 
men. It’s human nature. Society has somehow 
conditioned men to believe masculinity equals 
aggressiveness. They have to be strong, they 
have to be tough. We say if men are not 
educated that way, they're not going to be that 
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way, and we'll have a peaceful and more 
likeable man as a result. 

Lennon: Right, it's that game of insecurity 
today’s man has of thinking he has to prove his 
manhood by having short hair and big boots on. 
In the old days, all men had long hair and they 
were just as tough as they are today. It’s just 
that game that men are brought up to believe, 
they've got to wield an ax to prove their man- 
hood. All you've got to do to prove your 
manhood is lay a woman. 

Penthouse: From the outside looking in, 
there are certain contradictions in what you're 
saying. On the one hand, you profess freedom 
and attack the establishment, yet you got 
married, an establishment act if there ever was 
one. 

Lennon: Yes, sure. Intellectually, we knew 
marriage was a stupid scene, but we're 
romantic and square as well as hip and aware. 
We lived together for a year before we got 
married but we were still tied to other people 
by a bit of paper. One day some guy came in 
and said here's your divorce papers, you're free, 
and the release was like a burden we didn't 
know we were carrying. Now, the point is we 
want to bind ourselves together in all the ways 
possible, so we got a new set of papers, and if 
there are any more ceremonies, we'll go through 
them. When we got the new certificate, we 
were very emotional about it... Yoko was 
crying. 

Penthouse: Monogamous marriage is surely 
one of the foundation stones of established 
society, the society you knock. 

Yoko: Perhaps so, still | find the institutions of 
society unfeeling. Certain churches, you know, 
don't marry divorced people, and in ways like 
these society is cynical. Our being in bed 
together in public, affirming our love for one 
another, is an anti-cynical act. 

Penthouse: How will this bed-in peace 
crusade affect your respective fields—yours, 
John, in terms of music, and yours, Yoko, in 
terms of art? 

Lennon: We intend to use our art. You know 
we got together, Yoko and I, two artists with 
two big egos, and we settled that problem and 
found that we had a common goal and our 
common goal is peace. Love overcame our 
differences. If we can make it with love, so can 
the world. 

Lennon: Because Uncle Sam is the biggest 
source of power at the moment, and we want 
to head for the source of power. It's like a dust- 
cart going along the road leaving a lot of crap 
behind it. What good does it do to sweep up as 
it goes? We think we've got to catch up with 
the driver, try and get him to stop, show him 
what he’s been doing. 

Yoko: In fact, we don’t point a finger at the 
U.S. because of Vietnam alone. That's very 
dangerous—it's misleading to criticize one 
Particular war or accuse one particular 
people. It's a danger for people to start 
thinking, not us but them. We're trying to 
say everyone's responsible, Canadians, Africans, 
all of us. It’s not just the Vietnam war. The 
Vietnam war is just a symbol of all the violence 
in the world. 

Penthouse: In pointing to the U.S.A. as the 
biggest source of power, you're talking about 
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wealth and the ways in which wealth is put to 
use. How much does money play a part in your 
‘own lives and plans? 

Lennon: Well, money allows us to stay in the 
Hilton rather than a cheaper hotel. That's the 
only difference really. 

Penthouse: The Russians have said that the 
Beatles are products of a decadent capitalistic 
society, highly promoted by the exploiters of 
the profit system. How do you answer this? 
Lennon: Well, we just happen to have been 
born in England. If we'd happened to be born 
in Russia and made it as artists or whatever 
their local game is, the Americans would have 
said we were just dirty Commie propaganda. 
It’s all a name-calling game. 

Yoko: Money is power, let's face it. Sure, 
we're aiming for a world where money wouldn't 
even exist. No money, no police, no govern- 
ments . . . that kind of a world. But right now, 
money is a reality. The blue-meanies are using 
it—they're using their money to make propa- 
ganda, everything that's bad. That's what's been 
wrong with us peaceniks in the past, our belief 
that money is dirty. That's why we're weak. 
But we're changing this idea, and using our 
money to advertise our ideas, so that peace has 
equal power with the meanies who spend their 
money to promote war. 

Penthouse: Joan Baez, a few years back, 
refused to give taxes to the U.S. government 
because she said she did not want to support 
the Vietnamese war. Beatle enterprises in the 
U.S.A. net considerable tax revenues to the U.S. 
government—do you mind a percentage of your 
tax money going for war? 

Lennon: | think Joan Baez is on the right path, 
but I think something like not paying her taxes 
has to be an organized thing, so we all do it 
together. | don’t see any merit in being in jail 
Penthouse: Will you establish foundations to 
get your campaign going? 

Lennon: No, we say peace is up to the 
individual. If foundations grow because people 
organize around peace, we won't oppose them. 
We won't join groups, but we'll help groups, 
lend our name to the movement and spirit. We 
really feel it's up to individuals to turn the world 
on. 

Yoko: Also, we don’t want to put ourselves in 
the dangerous position of becoming leaders. 
We're saying we're an ordinary couple in 
extraordinary circumstances who happen to 
want peace. We're asking other couples to use 
their talent and their thing to the same end. 
Penthouse: So your life style will continue to 
snub its nose at most of what society holds 
dear, that keeps the system functioning, but 
certainly snub-nosing is no end in itself. Do you 
propose putting anything in place of what you 
sneer at? 

Lennon: People. Just the idea that the 
individual is capable of looking after himself, 
that we don’t need centralized government, 
that we don’t need father-figures and leaders, 
that every child is an artist until he’s told he’s 
not an artist, that every person is great until 
some demagogue makes him less great. 
Government was an invention that | think didn’t 


work, 
Penthouse: John Lennon, Yoko Ono, thank 
you. OME 
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THE CAMPUS CONVULSION 


Part 2 of a Penthouse symposium on the student ferment, contributed by writers involved in this phenomenon 
of our time. This instalment matches the President of Brandeis, who defines the frontiers of change, and a 
young Negro graduate who documents the slow pace of reform 


“This American government—what is it 
but a tradition, though a recent one, 
endeavoring to transmit itself unim- 
paired to posterity, but each instant 
losing some of its integrity ? Unjust 
laws exist: shall we be content to obey 
them, or shall we endeavor to amend 
them, and obey them until we have 
succeeded, or shall we transgress them 
at once ?.../s a democracy, such as we 
know it, the last improvement possible 
in government ? Is it not possible to take 
@ step further towards recognizing and 
organizing the rights of man ? There will 
never be a really free and enlightened 
State until the State comes to recognize 
the individual as a higher and indepen- 
dent power, from which all its own 
power and authority are derived, and 
treats him accordingly.” 

—Henry David Thoreau 


Pepcice is in the midst of some pro- 
found changes, perhaps even a 
revolution. What is happening has been 
so far relatively bloodless, but | think all 
of us who live outside the universities 
are living in a fool's paradise if we think 
that this revolution or profound change, 
whichever you wish to call it, is limited 
to the American campus. The battle is 
being fought there but the effects will not 
be limited by the campus boundaries 

Part of the revolution can be accepted 
and it is in that part which seeks a 
better set of national goals and national 
priorities—which demands, for example, 
that the $1 billion increase in the Gross 
National Product this week over last 
week be not squandered, that at least we 
can accumulate, say, 26 weeks of the 
increase and perhaps use it to rectify 
some of the monetary needs of American 
education or medical care or what-have- 
you 

Part of the revolution that can and 
will be accepted is in the area of culture. 
You already see that. Modes of speech, 
manners of speech, manners, habits, 
sexual mores. What is obscenity ? What 
is not ? What is the proper nonhypocriti- 
cal conduct with respect to the relation 
of the sexes ? At what age should youth 
be emancipated in spirit as well as in 
fact ? These are profound things that are 
shaking through in our society and are 
jellying. There is nothing wrong with a 
society absorbing a considerable amount 
of this kind of change. 

The other horn of this revolution is an 
attack on the procedures of democracy, 
and | suggest that here the revolution is 

CONTINUED COLUMN ONE PAGE 42 
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e want to live in a society in 
which | am safe from the other man’s 
passions. Due process is what 
democracy is about 


—MORRIS ABRAM 


Due (itr 
Process [&) |i (s 


Morris fet] 
Abram BY0C) 


@ the greeting we receive at the 

nation’s colleges parallels that 
given to black families who move into 
white residential areas 


—CARL WORD 


“Ley nigger gal,” called out a voice 

from the passing car. The white 
youths inside added a string of 
obscenities as they sped by the coed, 
walking home alone. 

Mississippi ? 

“We were demonstrating—about two 
dozen of us. Marching around peace- 
fully, not even making much noise. 
Then they showed up. About 200 of 
them—big country crackers,” added the 
soft-voiced student leader, “and they 
were laughing and enjoying themselves. 
They just stood across the street from us 
and took their time. And you know those 
campus cops weren't nowhere to be 
seen, Them crackers stood there and 
made up their minds whether or not they 
were going to kick our asses.” 

A white mob in Alabama? 

‘We're gonna get you niggers,” 
snarled the voice on the phone. Students 
shrugged it off as yet another bomb 
scare. But that night a gasoline explo- 
sion ripped through their Student Union 
offices, destroying them along with the 
school bookstore. 

Klan violence ? 

No, just the kind of reception black 
students have received at many of 
America’s institutions of higher learning. 
As newcomers on many campuses, we 
are greeted much as Civil Rights workers 
were treated in the South. Certainly the 
hostility we encounter from white people 
on campus is little different from the 
naked hatred of Southerners. Black 
women at Cornell and elsewhere are 
regularly treated to threats and. insults. 
Franklin and Marshall’s Afro-American 
Society came close to being attacked by 
a mob of whites. Black coeds at City 
College of New York were attacked by 
white men during the disorders this 
spring. At DePaul University, near 
Chicago's North Shore, veiled threats 
from white fraternity boys were followed 
by the bombing of the Black Student 
Union headquarters. And the list goes 
on. 

The greeting we receive at the nation’s 
colleges and universities parallels that 
meted out to black families that move 
into white residential areas. Sometimes 
the racism is naked and open, sometimes 
subtle, but unmistakable. The same 
people who don’t want blacks next door 
send their offspring to college, and don’t 
want black people in “'their’’ school. 

Security guards, can’t quite believe 
we're students. We must be thieves, or 
else janitors. Whites who've never been 
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tw imperilling many values which | would 
® not like personally to live without. It is a 
D little paradoxical that the youth who are 
Oso anxious to be frank are less than 
frank about this. They demand on every 
fe campus due process for themselves but 
Z they don’t want to give it to others. And 
WW many of them, and | do not intend to 
mean the generality of youth but their 
extreme leadership, do not see that 
process can be more important than 
substance, that process affects the 
quality of life, that a society that has a 
Fifth Amendment protection is a differ- 
ent society through and through, not 
just because of the self-incrimination 
provision. It is morally a different society 
than a society that does not have that 
principle, and that process is, after all, 
what democracy is all about. Democracy 
doesn't say you must have so much of 
your goals allocated to education and so 
much to public health, and so much to 
toads. Democracy is a process. 
So many of the student extremists say, 
and | heard one of them say it on a 
television show the other night: “What 
| need, | take’. And need, of course, is 
to be interpreted by what | feel, and my 
feelings are therefore to be accorded a 
greater priority and a greater moral value 
than yours. This is a kind of ethos in 
which privacy, confidentiality of files— 
and they could be medical files contain- 
ing the psychological history of students, 
or they could be legal files, for these are 
in institutions, too—can be raided 
because this is only a matter of process. 
| am perfectly willing to admit that 
sometimes process has to be ignored: 
the grievance is so great and the 
temedies are not available. But process 
does not have to be ignored and force 
does not have to be used on an issue 
whether voluntary ROTC should be 
permitted to exist on a campus for those 
who will join up, or whether a person 
who wishes to can be interviewed on the 
campus by the Dow Chemical Company. 
In determining whether the processes 
should be scrapped or absorbed—and 
they have a presumptive validity to me 
because | want to live in a society in 
which | am safe from the other man’s 
passions—one has to consider in what 
direction is the society moving? And | 
insist that university, with all ‘of its 
faults, and there are plenty of them, 
ought not to be subject to this kind of 
confrontation politics and violence. 
The university needs reform and is 
getting reform. But it is clearly the one 
institution in society which most readily 
Mirrors youth's ideals and most readily 
absorbs the better parts of this revolution 
and thrust for change. The faculties of 
practically every university are deeply 
sympathetic to the needs and the 
anxieties of youth. | agree with Julian 
Bond when he said that if youth really 
wants to change society, let it deal with 
those institutions that are truly hostile. 


42 


If it wants to change the military- 
industrial complex, let it arrange and 
work at registering a few black voters 
in the districts of some of these chairmen 
and congressmen who determine mili- 
tary expenditures, not make a target of 
universities who abhor the industrial- 
military emphasis in this country. 

| know this generation of youth is a 
remarkable one. They have made this 
revolution because they may be, as our 
children, the first generation in the 
history of the world which is prepared 
to vault over race, vault over class, 
vault over religion, vault over national 
boundaries, and hold hands around the 
world. Their idealism, which came from 
us but which they practise, let us accept. 
But let us challenge, as we must, some 
of their methods, for | would not care to 
live in a society in which the university 
can be shaped by force. That will not be 
a society in which | would want my 
children to live. On 
Civilizing America’s 
colleges 
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 40. 


around ask us stupid racist questions. 
“Liberals” want to show us off to their 
friends, to prove how “liberal” they are, 
Not-so-liberals want “those niggers to 
go back where they came from’’. 

Blacks who thought academia was an 
escape from the rampant racism of 
society soon find out different. 

“The most disturbing thing,’’ says 
Fred White, president of a black 
fraternity at Columbia, “was the dis- 
illusionment. | mean, | got here hoping 
there would be an intellectual climate 
that would transcend the narrow think- 
ing I'd run into back home in Cleveland. 
| thought it was poor white crackers, you 
know, uneducated ones, that were the 
racists. | kind of expected this place 
would be different, as though all these 
whiteys were too intelligent for that 
shit.” 

We found out. 

Whites just don't seem to be ready to 
accept the fact of our presence. The gulf 
that the Kerner Commission says is 
growing wider between black and white 
Americans is no less a gulf on campus. 

“Whites just aren't civilized,” snorted 
a Temple coed during demonstrations 
there. “They preach all that stuff about 
America the land of opportunity, all that 
stuff, and when we finally get in college 
they want to treat us like second-class 
citizens some more.” 

“If whites aren't ready for a truly 
pluralized university, then damned if I’m 
gonna wait for them to get ready!” 
seems to be the black mood on campus. 
If the Civil Rights Movement has taught 
us anything, it is not to wait for white 
people to make any changes, because 


itll be another 100 years before they'll 
give us anything. 

And that’s what all the shouting is all 
about. 

With all the uproar over black student 
takeovers, with cries of “appeasement” 
and “threats” and “reverse racism’, no 
one seems to be talking about the issues. 
Our on-the-spot 15-second news report 
details the number of students involved, 
the actions taken, the administration's 
excuses, but they never quite get around 
to asking blacks why we were forced to 
take that action. “Order” seems to be 
the primary, if not only consideration— 
not the quality of the education preced- 
ing the disorder. Blacks are talking about 
the irrelevant, mediocre education 
they're receiving, while school officials 
and politicians are talking about making 
sure that irrelevance might continue. 
Everyone's telling us what not to do, but 
few are listening to what we have to say. 

We've found we can’t wait for whites 
to get around to making our education 
meaningful. They're liable not to ever 
grant more than token palliatives. If 
white students and faculty are psycho- 
logically unready to make those 
changes, then we can't let that keep us 
from organizing to make them ourselves. 

We've had to demand the things we 
need—more black instructors, a voice in 
choosing who shall teach us, and more 
black students. We've had to demand 
the right to separate ourselves if we 
choose, to study Afro-American culture 
if we choose. We want the universities 
to stop expanding at the expense of 
black communities, to stop pushing out 
poor black people and not relocating 
them. 

At colleges and universities all over 
the country black collegians are de- 
manding their rights, demanding that 
these universities begin to meet the 
needs of black students. And just like 
Southerners during Civil Rights days, all 
we get are excuses. 

To administrations, there is seemingly 
little warning. Almost none of the deans 
and very few faculty know how upset we 
are that our schools aren't giving us an 
education with any relevance. Many 
seem to be sure “their nigras are 
content”, 

“After all we've done for you,” went 
one college president. When blacks 
approached him to ask for a teach-in 
after Martin Luther King’s assassination, 
he was heard to say: ‘We've given you 
boys scholarships and all. | think we've 
done enough.” When students later 
returned with bricks in their hands, he 
remembered he hadn't done enough. 

University administrations never quite 
seem to understand how strongly black 
students feel until we take drastic action. 
Before buildings are occupied, there are 
always requests for talks. But that’s all 
that ever happens—talk. Endless delays 
follow: “special subcommittees,” 
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McQUEEN OF HEARTS 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY GUCCIONE 


\ Vo. Irish eyes are smiling it could be for 


any number of prideful patriotic reasons. Like the sparkling Irish talent with the written word— 
enough to make any litterateur re-Joyce and Synge. Or Irish whiskey. Or Irish tweed. It would take 
too long to chronicle all such sources of light in the Irish firmament, but among the heavenly bodies 
that demand mention are the kind represented by the subject pictured in these pages: the gorgeous 
person (37-22-36) of Kelly McQueen 

Aged 20, and hailing from Dublin. our Pet of the Month is no longer to be found in that fair city. 
By the time this issue appears, she'll have completed a second promotion trip to the U.S. a/d will 
be preparing to embark on a new Penthouse venture in London. No stranger to the British capital, 
she first lived there when her father, who manages a chain of cinemas in the Emerald Isle, sent her 


to “a very snobby little finishing 
school”. 

But Daddy, it appears, also believes 
in young people having to face life’s 
realities. ‘After | left he insisted | take a 
job selling tickets in one of his cinemas. 
| can't say | liked it much—just sitting 
behind a pane of glass all,day long, 
telling people what time the feature 
film starts, and so on. My father called it 
learning the business. It was a pretty 
soul-destroying routine”. 

An encounter took place, however, 
which put paid to Kelly's ticket purvey- 
ing and gave her a ticket to a new 
career. A Penthouse editor, on assign- 
ment in Ireland's capital, decided to take 
in a flick—and took in Kelly at the same 
time. Shortly afterwards the comely 
colleen found herself on one of the 
magazine’s promotional trips to New 
York. “When Penthouse invited me 
along | just couldn't believe my ears’, 
she said in her best McQueen’s English. 
“And as for New York—well, I'd seen 
pictures and read about it of course, but 
you don’t really get much idea until you 
get there. It's more overwhelming and 
exciting than I'd ever imagined. | did all 
the tourist things there—took a boat 
round Manhattan, went up to the top of 
the Empire State Building, and even 
took a hansom cab round Central Park. 
| don’t think I'd like to live there all the 
time, though—the pace is too hectic for 
me. 


Kelly's association with Penthouse 
continues apace. Besides her second 
aforementioned U.S. visit cre 
country promotion tour together with 
other Pets and Editor/Publisher Bob 
Gu e—she'll be a Pet in reside 
beginning in October, at t 

nthouse Club in Mayfair, London 
Park Avenue district. 

After Oo U.S. visits, presumably, 
she'll have formed more definite im- 
pressions of American men. “One wee 
in New York wasn’t really enough time”, 
she says. “But my feeling is that they 

veren't terribly rather like English- 
men, but more sincere. Many seemed 
rather like little boys, sort-of cuddly and 
a bit unsure of themselves with girls. 
But | could be completely wrong. Have 
to wait and see, next t 

First impressions aside, we can’t help 
thinking that there’s many a man ‘twixt 
New York and California who'd willingly 
be a little boy—or gentleman-in-waiting, 
for that matter—providing this McQueen 

ould grant him an audienc 
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THE MOONSTONE 


MANKIND HAS BEEN WAITING EONS 
FOR THIS MOMENT, GENTLE MEN, 

HERE YOUSEE ONE TINY GRAM OF 
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LOCKED IN THIS INCREDIBLE PELLET, 
GENTLEMEN, ARETHE ELEMENTAL 
BUILDING BLOCKS OF ALL CREATION — 
THE SUBSTANCE OF ALL MATTER, THE 
IMPETUS OF ALL LIFE AND 
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PART 2 OF AN OUTRAGEOUS SEX SATIRE BY FREDERIC MULLALLY 


A 
FIENDISH 
FRAME-UP 


THE STORY THUS FAR: Since her mother's death. 
Wanda von Kreesus has been incarcerated in her father 
Walter's magnificent sch/oss overlooking Lake Zurich, her 
every whim satisfied SAVE ONE, which doesn't really 
interest her anyway, mother having engendered in her @ 
HATRED of all men. At 19, she is the richest and bored-est 
irl in the world. Her nymphet companion. Candyfloss 
regales the idle hours with scandalous revelations about 
the VIP clientele of the infamous “Ballet Rose”. of which 
the 15-year-old girl was once the star distraction. 

‘Wanda dreams up a DEVILISH PLAN of world conquest. 
But she will need Money and. above all, Freedom to 
achieve her ends. Her libidinous father stands in the way. 
‘Wanda orders Candyfloss to don her thigh-length black 
PVC running-boots and to provoke the weak-hearted 
Walter to a pant-to-pant race around the schloss. The 
exercise has the de-sired result, and now Wanda is about 
to confide the DEVILISH PLAN to her prettily-winded 
handmaiden. NOW READ ON! 


“Cripes!" gasped Candyfloss. “The old 
bastard nearly got his handy horn, | 
mean his horny hand, on me that last lap 
round the Gun Room!” 

“Don’t bore me with irrelevant details. 
Did you check his pulse?” 

“Kaput. .. .” the nymphet smirked. “I 
even double-checked it, at the wrist. 
Your dad's a write-off, Booful.”” 

“Then let’s get down to cases, as the 
old goat would say. How many prime 
ministers, presidents or other heads of 
state got themselves entre the chats at 
the Ballet Rose ?” 

“Mmmm .. . let me think. Do kings 
count?” 

“Not for my purpose, though a 
consort might be handy . . . What about 
President de Gueule ?” 

“You must be joking! He only grooves 
away in his dreams, with Jeanne d’Arc 
probably. Why, W-Wanda, why are you 
looking at me like that? What have | 
said?” 

The heiress to the von Kreesus 
billions was gazing on her little love- 


slave much as Robert Wilhelm Bunsen 
must have beheld the blue flame spurting 
from his first burner. ““Pusscake,” she 
breathed, “you have just spilt a bibful. 
Talk about ‘Out of the mouths of babes 
and sucklings’ !” 

“You are awful,” Candyfloss smirked. 
“And with your dear pappa not even 
stiff yet!” 

But Wanda was off on another tack. 
Without even a wistful glance at the 
negro still hanging by his thumbs from 
the rafters of her private torture- 
chamber, she hurried into the adjoining 
boudoir, picked up the house-phone 
and flicked one of a row of coloured 
switches. 

“Sebastian ?” 

“At your service, M’selle Wanda!” 
In his operations-room high in the West 
Tower, her father’s resident egghead, 
Sebastian Sapiens, turned from his wall 
of computers to heed the peremptory 
voice issuing from the amplifier on his 
Day Desk. (His Night Desk. naturally, 
was in the next-door bedroom, or how 
else could he manipulate the von 
Kreesus billions while lesser eggheads 
slept ?) 

“Sebastian, where is the President of 
France spending the weekend ?”” 

“At Colombey-les-Douches-Grises, 
m’'selle. Arriving Friday evening at 
nineteen-zero-six hours, by Citroen DS 
from Paris. Departing for the Elysee 
Palace on Monday at seven-fifteen 
hours.” 

“Perfect! Who is our contact on the 
President's domestic staff ? 

“The cook, m'selle. You recall your 
father was once toying with a little plan 
to—" 


“Yes, yes,” Wanda’s voice cut in, 
“that’s cold turkey. I'm cooking up 
something fresh. Get her on the phone 
and tell her to stand by for instructions. 
Have a small and unpretentious motor- 
car sent up to the schloss in the morning. 
Open unlimited drawing accounts for 
me in—let’s see—London, Bonn, Rome. 
Washington, Moscow, to be going on 
with. Have you got that?” 

“But. m‘selle Wanda . . . your father 
will never give his . . 

“My father, Sebastian, is stone cold 
dead in de Gun Room. I'm taking over. 
Would you like a rise, or” the silken 
voice became sardonic ‘would it per- 
haps be more practical to offer you an 
increase in salary ?” 

“Le roi est mort.” Sebastian sighed. 
“Vive la reine!” 

Wanda hung up and turned to Candy- 
floss, who had been listening round- 
eyed at her elbow. ‘Old Cross-Rates up 
there thinks he made a funny with that 
‘Vive la reine!’ routine. How do you 
fancy yourself, Lollipop, as bird-in- 
waiting to the empress of the whole 
world ?”” 

“Eull well fancy | it, madam,” Candy- 
floss giggled, her thigh-length black 
PVC boots creaking erotically about her 
popliteals as she essayed a curtsey. 
“But what gives? What's the scene?” 

“Like | said—I'm to be Queen of the 
World, tra-la! But before that can 
happen, we've got to get every sonofa- 
bitch who wields political power— 
East or West—right here.” 

“Here” appeared to be somewhere 
inside Wanda’s tightly-bunched fist, 
roughly at the level of Candyfloss’s 
sciatic notch. CRRRUNCH ! ! 
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WwW ="B-ut.” the girl stuttered, wincing 
Q empathetically, “b-but how ?” 

“By presenting them with the choice 
fe} of obeying my will or being exposed to 
Z the world as degenerates, sexual per- 

verts, Humphrey- Humphreys—” 
wy = —Hubert-Humberts, Your Majesty.” 
a —Hubert-Humberts, satyrs, rapists, 
sodomites, voyeurs and, not to put too 
fine a point on it, pedagogues.” 

“Pederasts.”” 

“Pederasts. .. . Anyway, you've got 
the message. Pusscake, it's going to be 
like tripping up a blind spastic. With my 
money, your memories and the com- 
bined aphrodisiac allure with which the 
good Lord has seen fit to endow us, 
how can we miss?” 

The beauteous chatelaine of the 
von Kreesus sch/oss shook out her 
lustrous black mane, strode to the 
nearest mirrored panel of the boudoir 
wall and frowned at the specks of blood 
spattered along her sinewy right arm, as 
high as her dimpled shoulder. 

“Four pints | pre-drained from that 
black hulk before going to work with 
my bicycle-chain—and just look at me! 
And people wonder why there’s so 
much colour prejudice about!” 


Madame de Gueule took the news that 
her cook was being visited by her 
favourite young niece, postulant at a 
Swiss abbey, most graciously. ‘“Can- 
dide? Such a charming name! And a 
nun to chaperone her, of course. Sister 
Jeanne? Splendid! They must dine with 
us and stay the night in the guest-room. 
Monsieur le President will insist. He 
always says his spirits are never so 
soothed as in the company of the 
Brides of God.” 

They dined a quatre, the President and 
his wife at either end of the table, and the 
two guests facing each other from the 
sides. Sister Jeanne, green-eyed and 
chastely elegant in the superbly-cut 
Carmelite habit rushed to the sch/oss 
from Balenciaga’s ate/ier, said grace and 
was soon engaged in a largely one-sided 
conversation by the Saviour of France, a 
short ex-general with an absurdly small 
nose. 

“Ah, la grandeur de |'Eglise, ma 
soeur! What have the Anglo-Saxons got 
to put up against the splendours of 
Notre Dame, Chartres, Reims? An 
antiseptic clinic at Coventry and a rather 
pretentious parish church on Fifth 
Avenue! Some more gigot d’agneau, 
Soeur Jeanne?” 

“Je vous remercie, m’sieur le Presi- 
dent.” Wanda (for it was none other) 
fluttered her pale fingers. ‘’Canterbury is 
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perhaps worth a Mass—though /e bon 
Dieu knows | have little cause to be 
generous to the English.’ This last was 
uttered in a tone of such quiet concen- 
trated bitterness that /e President paused 
in the mastication of his gigot, then 
swallowed quickly and reached for his 
wine-glass. 

“You, too, have suffered, then, at the 
hands of /es perfides, dear soeur ?”’ 

“My suffering,” she murmured, almost 
inaudibly, “has been the suffering of 
France.”"* 

The president cleared his throat, took 
another sip at his chateau-bottled 
Leoville-Lascases, Grand Cru Classé St. 
Julien, 1961, and shivered suddenly in 
the overheated sa//e-a-manger. He said, 
keeping his own voice under the chatter 
going on between his wife and the 
postulant Candide: “Ah—would | be 
correct in detecting a slight—ah— 
Orleanais accent in your speech, chere 
soeur Jeanne ?” 

For along moment, while /e President 
de /a Republique sat motionless, Wanda 
von Kreesus stayed silent, her eyes 
lowered to the neglected remnants of 
her underdone gigot. When she spoke, 
it was in the barest of whispers, like a 
soft wind ruffling the pages of history. 
“You are as perceptive, as disturbingly 
perceptive, as | had expected you to be, 
m'sieur le President. Let us pursue this 
discussion no further... now. The hour 
is late and | have a great deal of praying 
to do. Please permit me to withdraw to 
my quarters... .” 


It was well past midnight before 
President de Gueule—who slept alone 
to escape his wife's gargantuan snoring 
—succumbed to uneasy slumber. But in 
their room a little way along the corridor 
of the old house, Wanda and Candyfloss 
were very much awake, having each 
bolted a fistful of pep-pills on retiring 
for the night. 

“That was quarter-to-one striking, 
Pusscake,”’ Wanda grunted, pushing the 
nymphet away and propping herself up 
on one elbow. “Unstrap the dildo and 
get into your black gear. The old git 
ought to be well away by now.” A few 
minutes later, two shadowy figures 
wafted along the corridor, hovered 
briefly outside the door of the presiden- 
tial bedroom, then passed soundlessly 
within. 

The President knew something was 
amiss as soon as he rolled his head over 
on the pillow and blinked open his eyes. 
The curtains! That imbecile of a valet 
must have left them parted, for a broad 
shaft of moonlight bisected the spacious 


chamber. Muttering a soldierly oath, he 
was levering himself up to close the 
drapes of his Louis XV four-poster when 
his eye fell on a strange and wondrous 
vision. 

A beautifully-formed creature was 
secured to the oaken post supporting the 
old beams in the far corner of the room. 
Coarse ropes criss-crossed her naked 
torso. From her slender waist hung a 
rosary strung with huge ruby beads. The 
pendant cross, glittering with diamonds, 
tested against her mons veneris. \t was 
the Cross of Lorraine. From her dimpled 
kneecaps, downwards, her legs were 
lost inside a pyramid of logs and kindling 
brush. 

As in a trance, the President left his 
bed and took a few trembling steps 
towards the vision. The maiden’s green 
gaze never teft him. 

“No... he breathed hoarsely. “It 
cannot be!” 

Her lips parted in a sigh. “Put the 
torch to these faggots, | pray thee. | 
weary of this world and would fain 
tejoin my celestial company.” 

“Jeanne! Tell me this is another 
dream! Speak again to me, Jeanne!” 

“You have sinned, Charles... 

“1? Not |, saintete. Like you, | live and 
die only for France!” 

“For your sin of omission, Charles, 
| must burn again. The torch!" 

“B-but, Jeanne’... tell me how | have 
sinned!" 

He was still goggling into her 
reproachful face when Candyfloss’s 
needle pricked his right buttock, collap- 
sing him immediately to the floor. 

“All right, get me out of this comic 
barbecue!" Wanda (for it was none 
other) snapped. “Did you have to knot 
so tightly over my tits? You kinky, or 
something 2?” 

“Really, darling, is that all the thanks 
| get for—" 

“Shurrup, and help me lug this lump 
of Common Market charcuterie back on 
the bed. ... Now put the logs back in the 
fireplace, the way you found them... . 
Got the ropes? Then let's blow!” 

Late next morning, when the Presi- 
dent of the Republic stirred out of his 
deep sleep, the first thing his eyes fell on 
was the ruby rosary on the next pillow, 
nestling in the light indentation made by 
a woman's head. . . . 
1s Wanda bluffing ? If not, what is the 
nature of the dark sin that will bring the 
most powerful man in France under her 
ruthless heel ? The answer to these, and 
MANY OTHER questions, will be found 
in our next issue. Wanda says: “Order 
it now!” Wanda likes to be obeyed... . 
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The Director Has All These Quality Features— 


Its Low Price is A Pleasant Surprise 


The Cabinet 
The oiled-walnut finish of this beautiful cabinet encloses one of the 
finest refrigerator/bar units we have ever seen. It is an imposing 
44” long. It is 24” deep, 36%” high. Its storage compartment (with 
security lock) provides ample space for glasses, bottles and bar 
equipment. This section measures 21” wide, 20” high and 2234” 
deep. Entertain at home or office—and within easy arm’s reach you 
have everything you need to keep a group happy or a party going. 


The Refrigerator 
The refrigerator section is a special triumph. To begin, note that 
it has a separate compartment at the top for FOUR ice cube trays. 
And a door of its own to keep them freezing fast. Its ice-making 
capacity is one of its best features—and one you'll appreciate every 
day and night. And that’s only the beginning. The refrigerator is 
2 cubic feet. Measures 19” high, 2042” wide, 21” deep. See for 
yourself how much it can hold—soft drinks, soda, ginger ale, snacks, 
fruit—enough to keep you well stocked with all the supplies 
you need. 
It has an hermetically-sealed compressor cooling unit, walnut- 
grained magnetic door; for easy opening and closing, adjustable 
7-position thermostat. Refrigerator Cabinet is all-steel, there is a 
5-year warranty on cooling unit and a 1-year warranty on all 
moving parts. 
This is a fine piece of furniture, beautifully crafted, beautifully 
finished... you'll be proud to have it in your office, in your home. 
At this low price it’s hard to find a unit to compare with it. You'd 
pay more for a good club chair—or office sofa. Only $199.95 
shipped frt. collect (App. $8 to $12). Send coupon now. We'll ship 
promptly and we guarantee your complete satisfaction. 
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1 ts building, according to one neighbour, Sir David Brown, sybaritic observer of 

the London scene and boss-man of David Brown Industries, was “built pro- 
phetically with Penthouse in mind’. Even without a stick of furniture, he found, the 
bare walls and empty rooms have a “uniquely romantic atmosphere.” Sir David, 
whose Aston Martin showrooms on the corner of Piccadilly and White Horse Street 
proximate the Penthouse Club premises by a distance of no more than 100 dancing 
feet, made this comment two years ago when Penthouse first acquired the freshly 
built five-storey building off Shepherd Market 

For the uninitiated, Shepherd Market is a tiny jewel-like 19th century neigh- 
bourhood of Mayfair alleys and boutiques, uniquely sequestered from the nearby 
bustle of Piccadilly, Curzon Street and Park Lane, yet poised between these three 
famous West End thoroughfares. The premises, a rambling 20,000 square foot 
building on five superbly designed levels, was the brainchild of award-winning 
architect N. J. Aslan. It was originally developed for offices and showrooms, yet 
Aslan’s flair for space not only made the transition from showrooms to club 
possible but almost mandatory. With minimal structural alterations, the Penthouse 
Club found an ideal home for an international showplace among British nighteries. 

From the first moment, a Penthouse Club became a natural and inevitable 
extension of the magazine. Within three years, Penthouse’s continuously burgeon- 
ing readership had so far outdistanced every other quality/glossy magazine on the 
British market—including the best of the American and European imports—that 
popular support for a club that could recreate the same environmental design for 
sophisticated living was positively assured. 

Penthouse is unique, and it is this uniqueness, this singular ability to interpret 
the genuine British joie de vivre that forms the basis of the club concept. Like the 
magazine itself, the Penthouse Club will reflect the contemporary urban scene— 
a fascinating and deinhibiting way of life, and a fascinating way of pleasure 

Above and beyond its immediate raison d'etre, the Penthouse Club will become 
an international fun centre for the cosmopolitan male—a meeting-place of supreme 
distinction among the world’s leading and legendary private clubs. Men of means 
and influence, sportsmen, artists, writers, visiting executives jetting to and through 
London, will make the Penthouse Club their primary choice for a luxurious home- 
away-from-home ; a place to relax, eat, drink, make friends and renew acquaintances 

At this moment London night life consists of numberless discotheques, each 
enjoying an ephemeral vogue, restaurants, casinos, and nightclubs all attracting their 
share of foreign and domestic visitors, but nowhere is there a focal ‘pleasure dome”, 
a British-orientated, all-inclusive centre of male entertainment where the varied 
amenities of the now legendary “Swinging City’ have been collected under one 
roof. Our job is to provide just that—to distil the myth into one quintessential reality ; 
to incorporate the swinging life into a luxurious whole 
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PENTHOUSE KEY CLUB 


The building is discreetly 
hidden behind the old-world 
facades of Shepherd Market. 

/ts recessed entrance, at the 
beginning of White Horse Street, 
a narrow lane connecting the 
market with Piccadilly, is 
reminiscent of an iron-gated 
Andalusian portico. 


The budget to achieve this task has been set at over a million and a half dollars 
The latest developments in air conditioning, heating and air purification systems, 
along with ultra-sophisticated stereo sound and special lighting techniques have 
been installed for the first time anywhere in Britain, Safety measures, already com- 
mended by fire and health authorities, have been introduced to ensure optimum 
comfort and well-being throughout the complex 24-hour cycle of club life 

The décor is basically British with touches of timeless, old-world elegance, 
coupled with tastefully selected elements of contemporary design. The combination 
is unique: tented rooms with pink candelabra, soft music, Tiffany lamps and hushed 
lighting create an air of romantic warmth and intimacy unrivalled in London 
Each room has been conceived and designed as a separate environment, and there 
are eight in all—eight magnificent areas of contrasted entertainment devoted to the 
sybaritic life-style of gourmet dining, drinking, dancing, gaming or just plain relaxing 
on the sun deck (weather permitting) or in the deep-lounge comfort of the panelled 
boardroom. 


Below: Any-number-can-play 
Penthouse punters will find one of the 
most elegant and best equipped 
casinos in London ready to challenge 
their skill and luck. Stakes, beginning 
with a fun minimum, will cater for all 
pockets. 


On the ground floor, guests will find the international restaurant, bar and cocktail 
lounge, complete with late-night discotheque. On the next floor, there are 3,500 square 
feet for gaming, where serious players and dilettantes alike will brush shoulders and 
chips, matching their luck-skill against any or all of the most popular games in London 
Couples requiring more romantic forms of escape will pick their way through the velvety 
penumbra of the Piano Bar, down a few candlelit steps and into the smoochiest and most 
intimate room in town. A quick flight to the next level produces yet another dramatic 
change in pace. The Penthouse Speakeasy-cum-Rumpus- Room will recall the roar and 
ribaldry of prohibition Chicago, with nostalgic echoes of New Orleans and the big, brash 
beat of barrel-house jazz, the incomparable blues, Black Bottom, Charleston, et al. This 
is the boozy hamburger-and-chips setting of America’s most chaotic and uninhibited 
era. By means of a private staircase, member-guests and friends of Bob Guccione will 
have privileged access to the unique VIP Penthouse and Penthouse Terrace. This is 
Bob’s ultra-glamorous, double-tiered hideaway, the sanctum sanctorum overlooking the 
fairy-lit battlements of his Xanadu in Mayfair. 

Up to 140 beautiful and fetchingly attired Pets—some from the pages of: Penthouse 
itself—will parade in perennial attendance, serving food and drinks, dancing, intro- 
ducing new members or just chatting with friends and guests. With unerring deference 
to the wenches of Victorian England, however, the Pet-perfect attitude remains un- 
ashamedly British, e. that the male in their midst is indisputable master of the house— 
someone to be pampered and pleased at the drop of a whim. 


Right: Epicurean and gourmet alike will 
discover all of the gustatory comforts 
and comestibles of their home-away- 
from-home. Realistic prices and 
adventurous dishes will be the order of 
the day—every day. Special buffet 
luncheons at fixed prices will cater to 
the unhurried and discriminating hub 
of London's executive community. 


The VIP Penthouse and Penthouse 
Terrace (below) will provide exclusive 
facilities to privileged member-guests 
and to friends of Bob Guccione. The 
Penthouse itselfis a luxurious 
double-tiered building with its own 
street entrance and private stairway 
connecting with each floor of the club. 
Guests will enjoy all of the comforts and 
accoutrements of a richly decorated 
private pad, complete with soft lights, 
intimate cocktail bar and lounge, 
sun-deck, terrace, boardroom (for 
private business huddles and/or TV and 
cinema projection) and full 24-hour 
gourmet kitchen facilities. 
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The club will swing from dark to dawn, and members and their guest: 
barrel-rolling it to the big New Orlea 


Members will have the freedom of the club. No surcharges will be 
made once the annual membership has been paid. Guests may come and 
go as they please without the imposition of special door-fees or cover- 
charges anywhere within the club. Attire will be informal and, despite the 
elegant decor and the quality and variety of the club's many facilities, 
prices will be sensibly organized to provide optimum value in an atmos- 
phere that retains all of the incomparable charm and gaiety of a private 
party. 

Since it is intended that membership should be extremely privileged, 
however, and confined to men of substance and standing in their re- 
spective communities, the membership committee reserves the right— 
without explanation or prior notice—to refund the fee and withdraw the 
membership of any individual keyholder whose manner or presence 
does not, in its exclusive opinion, serve the best interests of the club. 
The reason for this is to ensure that the magazine's like-minded suppor- 
ters and enthusiasts enjoy a sustained environment of shared interests, 
aims and ideals as represented by Penthouse itself. 

Applications for charter membership are now being accepted. The 
annual fee will be set at $40 immediately the club opens its doors, but 
applicants can now be admitted at the special charter rate of $20. 
Because demand for membership has been so high that of necessity 
many potential members must be regrettably turned away, interested 
readers are advised to reserve their keys immediately by sending their 
full name and address (printed carefully in block capitals) along with 
their check, cash or money order for $20 to: 


SELECTION COMMITTEE, PENTHOUSE CLUB, 

11 WHITEHORSE ST., LONDON W.1, ENGLAND. 

or: 

PENTHOUSE CLUB, c/o PENTHOUSE INTERNATIONAL, 
110 E. 59th St., NEW YORK, N.Y. 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY TERRY GILBERT 
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CREATION OF A COSTUME 


‘ wear kind of a costume would you expect a 

girl to wear in a millionaire bachelor’s 
penthouse—not as a guest or fiancée-cum- 
personal-and-private Pet, but as a permanent, 
environmental fixture—an integral, albeit /iving 
part of the decor?” This was one of a table of 
questions, problems and provisos enumerated in a 
detailed brief presented to a selection of top 
designers. Each was asked to devise a costume 
that would interpret the girl’s raison d’étre—the 
whys and wherefores of her otherwise indelicate 
tenancy. The image, as set out in the brief, would 
have to be stereotyped, i.e. applicable to the 
popular conception of Penthouse life as it is lived, 
real or imagined. Its practical tailoring aspects 
were equally important. The costume must be 
eminently wearable, non-fatiguing, and comfort- 
able for reasonable periods of time in actual 
working conditions. It would have to be durable, 
washable and maintainable through interchange- 
able parts without compromising its luxurious look 
or feel. Classically, it would have to complement 
the girl’s most feminine attributes by enhancing 
her bust, waist, hips and legs. 

Hundreds of detailed drawings were submitted 
but none of them succeeded on more than a few 
of the required levels of design. Everything from 
harem-derivative costumes to slave outfits was 
produced. One enterprising designer, whose work 
adorns TV chorus lines, produced a_ full- 
fledged mermaid costume. His justification pro- 
vided an interesting if cockeyed rationalization of 
the brief he had been given. “The mermaid”, 
said he, “is a romantic and mythical creature 
known throughout the world with centuries of 
historic lore behind her (score one). If there 
were a few about, only millionaires could afford to 
collect and keep them (score two). And bachelors 
are ideal collectors as no married man would be 
allowed to have one around the house (score 
three). Many people kept exotic fish in tanks as 
part of the /iving environmental decor (score 
four!). Most important of all, being half-fish, they 
are virtually sexless in the physical sense (score 
five!!), which makes them morally acceptable in 
this otherwise compromising bachelor-Pet rela- 
tionship.” When asked, however, just how a young 
lady corseted to her gills in a footless fishtail 
would wait on tables, transport drinks, and frug 
in the discothéque, he conceded defeat. 

In the end (which is par for the course) 
Penthouse came to its own rescue. Editor- 
publisher Bob Guccione hit on the solution 
during a late-night telecast of a period classic. 
He spent the following Sunday morning designing 
the costume that appears on these pages, and 
later that week had it built piece by piece on 
a glamorous model seconded from our typing 
staff, by showbiz costumiere Isobel Flint. The rat- 
ionale: “A millionaire bachelor could reasonably 
keep a beautiful Pet attired in abbreviated servant 
wear. The costume, despite its roots in Victoriana, 
is international in flavour. It is tasteful, feminine 
and human rather than animal, and allows for a 
much more realistic and sophisticated sense of 
identification”. /n hoc signo vinces. 


Revolutionary 
New Execu- Flight Bag 
from mn the 


unique O| 
that keeps eversthing 


neatly in place 


‘Tucks easily under 


FLIGHT BAG 


your seat $ 1 995 
Ingenious 

#283 Brown; bottom zipper 

#1071 Black saves packing and 


Exclusive organizer 
adds capacity— 
Keeps things neat. 
PATENT PENDING 


m This NEW Execu-Flight Bag, a brand-new model of the famous 
Carty-on Flight Bag by Alexander Sales, is a sensational treakthrough 
in flight luggage. Now the bag that saves precious time for the jet-flying 
executive has these added, exclusive features, to smooth out your life 
‘on your next trip: 


Execu-Flight Bag is made of a new MIRACLE MATERIAL 
with Steer-Hyde Grain finish which has the rich, rugged, 
deep-grained look of natural steerhide . . . yet can outlast leather by six 
times. It’s practically scuff-proof, scar-proof, stain-proof and water- 


proof . . . will never crack or peel, even in below-zero weather. It’s at 
home in the world’s finest hotels. Commands respect, makes you proud 
to carry it. 

Ayypyyy Execu-Flight Bag—and only Execu-Flight—has exclusive 


NISW ORGANIZER .. . planned ingeniously to keep all your 
grooming accessories, ties, etc., neatly in minimum space. Adjustable 
tabs will hold any article securely . . . easy to get at, take out or replace 
in a split second. Holds shaving gear, glasses, cigarettes . . . articles as 
small as a pen or as large as a liquor bottle . . . all neatly and securely 
and you will still have room in this same compartment for an extra 
jacket! 
yyy Execu-Flight Bag has a new and better way to zip open and 
NEW closed—BOTTOM ZIPPER DESIGN. Makes it twice as easy 
to pack and unpack. Just un-zip, and your Execu-Flight is ready to hold 
large or bulky items in its big 5”-deep compariment. Pack it full, zip it 
closed . . . saves time in packing. 


DELUXE MODEL ALSO AVAILABLE 


DELUXE EXECU-FLIGHT BAG 
#5359—Black 


©1969 


ALEXANDER SALES CORPORATION 


26 South 6th Avenue, Mount Vernon, New York 10551 


VISIT OUR RETAIL STORES 


IN NEW YORK CITY: 14 East 47th St., in Mid-Manhattan, Bet. Fifth and Madison 


IN MOUNT VERNON, N.Y.: 186 Gramatan Avenue 


almost all the official Airline Magazines . . . 


For the man who wants the finest. Made of an 
exclusive Water Buftalo-Grain miracle material, 
manufactured by General Tire. Has a rich 
impressive look you will find in no other flight 
bag. Extra thick for extra years of use. Special 
“stay firm” construction means your luggage 
will keep its shape, whether empty or full . 

now or years from now. Deluxe zippers, trim, 


ve $24.95, 
#6235—Brown 


unpacking time. 


EXECU-FLIGHT BAG HOLDS ALL YOU NEED— 
KEEPS IT ALL NEAT 

The capacity of this bag is awe-inspiring . . . when you consider that it 
measures only a compact 22” x 13” x 9” and weighs just a few ounces 
over five pounds. But it has been planned carefully. In addition to the 
NEW features, for instance, it has: Main compartment with a hanging 
suit unit to carry your suit wrinkle-free, plus plenty of extra room for 
shoes, bulky boxes, gifts, etc. Expanding pockets to add incredible 
capacity . . . one full-size pocket on one side, and two smaller 9” x 11” 
pockets on the other. You will hardly believe how much you can stuff 
into them . . . how convenient they are for carrying soiled clothes on the 
return trip... how they provide enormous carrying-room in such small 
space. 


SLIPS RIGHT UNDER YOUR AIRLINE SEAT 


The most widely advertised Flight Bag in the world. . . appearing in 
this bag meets airline 
carry-on requirements. You carry it on. Slip it under the seat, Carry it 
off... . avoiding baggage checkout lines. Get off the plane and into a 
cab... on your way fast, to town and business, And everything you 
packed neatly arrives neatly . . . suit and ties unwrinkled, everything in 
its proper place. 
AN AMAZING VALUE 

- compares to luggage that sells for $40-$60 and more. And it has 
more features! We sell it direct to you at a special, low mail-order 
price. It’s a money saving buy you can’t duplicate, or obtain anywhere 
else. 
AN AMAZING GUARANTEED-TRIAL OFFER 
Order Execu-Flight Bags on the unconditional guarantee that you may 
use them for a full 30 days on any flight, under any conditions. If you 
are not proud and pleased to own these bags, return them to us for a 
full refund. 


= = = MAIL HANDY COUPON = = me =m 


ALEXANDER SALES CORPORATION bept. FS-1069 
26 South 6th Avenue, Mount Vernon, N.Y. 10551 


Please send me the following Execu-Flight Bag(s). | understand 


| it) am not completely satistieg, I may return in 30 days for a full | 
refund. 

| execu-rLichT BAG @ $19.95 each plus $1 p.p. & hdlg. 

| #283 Brown #1071 Black | 
DELUXE EXECU-FLIGHT @ $24.95 each plus $1 p.p. & hdlg. 

| #6285 Brown #5959 Black 1 

| lenctose payment of s____ I 
Charge my: [] BankAmericard([] American Express [] Diners Club 

seein | 

| name | 

| streer. 

1 city STATE. ZIP. | 

(N.Y. State Residents Add Appropriate Tax) fl 


The day’s shooting at an end, 
Vixen (played by Erika Gavin) 
takes nubile advantage of 
natural bath facilities. 
Opposite, top: Vixen reaps 
running consequences of 
déshabille, unsuccessfully 
seeks woodland concealment, 
while (be/ow) joy-and-jeep 
riding filmakers scout for 
additional location terrain. 


VIXEN 


A flesh-tone redolent sportrait 
of galloping varietarianism in the 
Golden State 
by Roger Finborough 


I" these days of increasing regimentation and 
conformity, “pioneer” is indeed an epithet to 
reckon with. It may conjure up heady, albeit 
improbable, images of clear-eyed folk-song- 
whistling Indian-zapping colonials, slogging west 
across the American plains. Or, in 
less romantic minds, thoughts of 
industrial pioneers might surface 
more readily: Ford, Bell, Edison, 
Rockefeller, and—who knows?— } 
maybe in time Russ Meyer. 
Meyer, for the benefit of non- 
buff buffs, is the intrepid Califor- 
nian credited ~—_ with having 
pioneered the current blouseless 
boom in the underground 
cinema. And it’s no accident that 
we've listed him next to Rocke- 
feller. Today, Meyer is the undis- } 
puted king of the mini-epic nudie } 
makers with an annual bare- 
minimum personal income of 
500,000 dollars. He is the Doyen 
of Déshabille, the Sheik of Skin, 
the money-spinning Maharaja of 
Mammary. As an admiring, if some- 
what envious, nudie producer 
said recently of his operation: 
“Russ is to nudies what Lindberg 
was to flying. And, let’s face it, compared to him 
the rest of us are Wrong-Way-Corrigans”’. 
Tributes from one’s fellow artists, it is said, 
constitute the highest form of praise. It is certainly 
true that Meyer, with over 17 epidermal epics under 


his money-belt, is a real tail-blazer. He has exposed 
more skin than an 85-year-old dermatologist. He is 
Mr Sinematography personified, a regular D.W. 
With-it. 

Meyer's first nudie, The /mmoral Mr Teas, is now 
considered a classic of the genre. 
Since then he has evolved a format, 
catchily known in the trade as the 
“dramatic nudie’—/.e., a roughly 
comprehensible plot, so con- 
structed as to legally support, how- 
ever shakily, as much sex, violence 
and perversion as footage will 
allow. Vixen, chronicled on these 

pages, is a case in point. 
= The film was shot entirely on 
§ location in Humboldt County, 
California, at a cost of 70,000 
dollars. Meyer, who bankrolls his 
own pictures as well as camera- 
= manning, producing, starring in 
and distributing them, obviously 
believes in keeping payrolls down 
to the barest minimum: with only 
one wonderstruck assistant in tow, 
he further cut production costs by 
handling all the opticals, all the 
cutting, editing and lighting him- 
self. “It’s really a gas watching 
Meyer do his all-purpose thing,” said an impressed 
actor recently who has worked with him. “He's like 
a one-man band, or like a guy playing all the 
positions on a baseball team at the same time.” 

Briefly, Vixen is the nude-wave story of an over- 


67 


fi re 
te 


gab & 


| 


__ Fae 


Laka 


Tidy technician (opposite, /eft) attends to make-up details 

& for benefit of cameraman (opposite, be/jow). Winsome wood- 
nymph (opposite, right) enthuses ecstatically over joys of 
nature. Left and below: Additional enthusiasm for water- 
sports is evidenced in playful, splash-filled frolickings, yet 
all’s wet that ends wet. 


sexed nude woman, whose implacable desires 
inevitably involve the lives of a lot of other over- 
sexed (not to mention nude) people. To wit: 
Vixen’s husband, straightforwardly yclept The 
Nudest Tom Palmer, runs a lodge and an airplane 
charter service. Bush piloting in the nude, like any 
other job, has its occupational hazards, among them 
s Tom's periodic and protracted absences from his 


© with a wife like Vixen. No sooner has the trusting 
; Tom zoomed off into the suns: 
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Unabashed woodland 
spirits meet face to face in 
gleeful, gripping con- 
frontation, while (be/ow, 
left) resourceful camera- 
wielder Russ Meyer shoots 
downwards for _ better, 
bird’s-eye-view. Below, 
right: Ever inventful, Meyer 
evinces all-for-art devotion 
to duty, endures tricky 
shooting position without 
complaint. Opposite page: 
Forest clearing is happily 
cleared of inhibition, pro- 
vides ideal pasture for 
sylvan cavortings. 
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into bed with an upstanding member of the Canadian 
Mounted Police—proving, we are left to suppose, 
that naked women always get their Mounties. 

At this point, the plot sickens. The Mountie 
departed, Vixen takes up with a certain Dave King 
who has hired Tom’s plane for a fishing trip. Dave, 


however, is shortly replaced in Vixen’s affections by 
(1) Vixen’s own brother, and then (2) Dave's wife. 
Vixen is varietarian, to say the the least of it, but not 


PENTHOUSE 


so varietarian as her brother would like her to be. 
You see, he’s got this perennially undressed negro 
friend who digs Vixen, and. . . 

So it goes, with attempted poly-sexual rapings, 
beatings-up, incestuous encounters, galloping les- 
bianism and—wait for it—a sobering lecture on 
negro equality delivered aboard a hijacked aircraft on 
its way to Cuba. This presumably is the ethical, 
social, moral—not to mention political—hypostasis of 
the film. 

Whether Vixen will find its way into legitimate 
movie houses either in England or the United States 
is a moot point. Financially speaking, however, its 
success is not dependent on this. The myriad US 
cinema clubs have always responded favourably to 
each new Russ Meyer vehicle, and Vixen, with its 
something-for-everybody format, will not be an 
exception. But even if Meyer is denied general 
distribution at present, the word is that he will not be 
denied it for long. Plans are currently afoot to move 
Meyer productions into the big budget league. At 
that point, presumably, the great man will break 
down and hire at least one more assistant. Om 
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Varietarian and voracious 
Vixen (above and opposite) 
takes full advantage of 
companion’s momentary 
pique with stronger sex and 
perpetrates lusty bedroom 
bi-jinx. Be/ow: Spent sprite 
Vincene Wallis, rounds out 
hard day's shooting by 
luxuriating in strength- 
giving waters. 
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Is the deviate a menace or a 
martyr? In this startling 
polemic, a Swedish doctor 
says that what we term 

“perversion” is to many a 
harmless source of happiness, 
which society should facilitate 
rather than frown on. He 
outlines his own nine-point 
plan for extending sexual 
freedom to the misfit minority 


PARIAHS ©F THE PERMISSIVE SOCIETY 


BY DR. LARS ULLERSTAM 


In Sweden we now hold the view 
that sexual intercourse should be used 
for pleasure. We have come so far that 
the state finances institutions where 
people are advised on methods for 
maximum coital satisfaction. At the 
same time propaganda is made for what 
is called sexual hygiene, and it happens 
that even clergymen send people to the 
National Society for Sex Education for 
advice. Our concern for the welfare of 
our fellow man has thus extended to 
sexual needs, and the fury of the black- 
coats in their pulpits, and the vetoes of 
the white-coats in governmental circles, 
cannot reverse the trend. Wholly in the 
spirit of the times was a recent book, 
written by a young woman, in which she 
exhorts girls to sleep with their men 
friends as an act of charitable kindness. 
There is however an area where this 
humanization of ours seems to lag 
behind: in our attitude towards the sex- 
ual “perversions”. Here the old mora- 
lists’ cruelty has remained intact in an 
extraordinary way. As soon as “per- 
verted” wishes are expressed, we lose 
all interest in helping our fellow human 
beings. We feel entitled to coerce those 
with such needs to total abstinence. 
For example, we have laws to prevent 


exhibitionists, paedophiliacs, and cer- 
tain kinds of scopophiliacs from ever 
being able to satisfy their sexual urges. 
Without a qualm we give debilitated 
incest cases their long-term prison 
sentences, content that justice is being 
done. And according to the official 
views of the Swedish State Church, 
homosexuality is still a sin. 

Of course, people who write laws and 
pastoral letters are, most of them, well 
advanced in years, and therefore dis- 
posed to be more hostile than most to 
sex life in general. Thus they may not be 
representative, and to make sure that | 
was not wrestling with a super- 
annuated ethical ghost | interviewed a 
number of undergraduates at Stock- 
holm University. The survey confirmed 
my surmise. Even the majority of the 
young intellectual generation regards 
the joys of “perversion’” as foul and 
degrading. Their radicalism does not 
extend to taking a stand for the right of 
people to enjoy “abnormal” sexual 
pleasures. 

Thus erotic enjoyment has become, 
in our society, the privilege of people 
with a specific pattern of heterosexual 
needs. To justify their rejection of 
certain sexual liberties the apostles of 


morality refer to their alleged injurious 
effects. That certainly makes it sound 
like a utilitarian argument; but if one 
then asks for a definition of these 
injuries, all one gets is a roll call of 
Victorian value judgements, as when 
the Film Bureau labels a film “brutaliz- 
ing” or “injuriously titillating”. 

We do not find originality praise- 
worthy when it comes to sexual 
matters. In fact, we don’t use the word 
“originality” in that context at all; we 
apply the term “abnormality” instead 
(together with “perversion’’), and that is 
no compliment. In sexual affairs, it is 
accepted that the majority is right, and 
that we should all conform to their sex 
habits. The only approved variations are 
purely technical, that is, variations of 
coital postures to achieve as effective an 
excitation of the sexual organs as 
possible. On these questions hand- 
books and sex instructors are very 
willing to give advice, as long as it 
concerns a heterosexual act between 
two persons. But if someone wanted to 
know how to vary techniques in acts, 
for example, of troilism (three persons 
taking part in the sexual act) or 
sodomy, | wouldn't advise him to visit 
a sex clinic. CONTINUED OVERLEAF 


Text from The Erotic Minorities by Lars Ullerstam, published by Grove Press. 


e It seems obvious there are a great number of 
erotic eccentrics who go through life in a state of frustration, 
taking their sexual secrets to the grave ® 
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How can one explain why people 
cannot tolerate the fact that there are 
individuals with deviant sexual needs ? 
The question can be answered in 
various ways. It seems to be a con- 
sistent and characteristic trait of crea- 
tures with the herd instinct that they 
persecute individuals that are “differ- 
ent’. This behaviour can be observed in 
all society-building species—insects, 
apes, humans. It already begins in the 
sandpit, at nursery school, The children 
seek out some poor kid wearing 
ridiculous clothes and poke fun at him. 
The adult person specializes in skin 
pigment, language, religion, sex in- 
stinct. If people differ in any of these 
respects, or belong to a minority, that is 
seen as sufficient reason for denying 
them their basic human rights. In the 
worst cases, they are massacred. The 
intellectual weapons used in this are 
taboo rules, moral principles, and doc- 
trines of mental hygiene or eugenics. 
Anyone with a biological view of life has 
reason for pessimism. Why believe that 
the countries we call democracies will 
change human nature so much that it 
loses these habits ? 

Secondly, in all civilizations and 
among all peoples, man’s sexual needs 
have been sacrificed to more or less 
sadistic deities. Ethnologists claim that 
most taboos were formed at a point in 
time when nomadic tribes settled down 
and became engaged in agriculture. By 
abstaining from certain sexual be- 
haviour patterns, they disposed the 
supernatural powers and gods favour- 
ably, and thus increased the yield of the 
land. 

Thirdly, the Occident is one of the 
cultures most hostile to sex that has 
ever existed. J. Wagner Smitt considers 
that not even one out of 20 cultures has 
been equally prudish. The main blame 
for this poisoned sexual vision lies with 
Christianity—that is an inescapable 
fact. This religion has many things on 
its conscience, such as the persecution 
of heretics, the Inquisition, the religious 
wars, and the terror directed against 
science, but it is questionable whether 
the cruelties indulged in under the 
banner of sexual decency do not, in the 
end, surpass all the others. 

A person with ‘‘perverted” sex urges 
who happens to be born in a Christian 
welfare state can be seen to have 
suffered a considerable misfortune. 

The sexual urge is not simply an urge to 
Procreate or copulate, as some people 
seem to believe. It covers a wide range 
of different modes of behaviour, all of 
them containing a common element. 
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This common element, the foundation 
of all sexuality, consists of certain 
physiological processes which, through 
habituation, are joined to various phy- 
sical and psychosocial stimulations, 
various objects and rituals. Although we 
do not want to admit it, most of us have 
a choice of several different means of 
experiencing orgasm or sexual pleasure. 

What do we know about the urge 
patterns in our fellow man, about the 
urge structure in our society ? Practically 
nothing, not even the Kinsey report. Due 
to the special methods of interrogation 
Kinsey used, his results are partially 
unreliable. But every psychiatrist knows 
how much trouble he has trying to 
persuade the patient to give him inform- 
ation on sexual matters, and straight 
interrogation is absolutely useless as a 
method. Such secrets are deep-rooted 
and are brought to light only after the 
psychiatrist has become well acquainted 
with the patient 

It seems obvious that there exist a 
great number of erotic eccentrics who 
go through life in a state of frustration, 
taking their sexual secrets with them 
into the grave. They suffer from their 
sexual loneliness, and they do not 
believe that there is any other human 
being who could, and would, satisfy 
their sexual urge. And that is their mis- 
take: on statistical grounds it can be 
said with some certainty that there are a 
number of ideal partners even for 
individuals with highly specialized urge 
patterns. But they have no reason to 
entertain any hope, as long as our 
legislators take the view that people 
ought not to be helped to make sexual 
contacts. 


Perversion — what is it, 
except an insult ? 


“Perversion” is a word that should be 
discarded. It has been made to order for 
obscurantists and demagogues. It is 
saturated with superstition, and is an 
insult to boot. According to Kinsey it is 
used in different ways in different 
social strata: in his social group III all 
sexual expressions are perversions, with 
the sole exception of heterosexual 
coition with the man lying on top of the 
woman. Scientific authors on sex usually 
reserve the term for such cases where a 
person prefers another type of behaviour 
to coition when he wants to satisfy his 
sex urge. According to this definition, 
aman who masturbates or engages in 
sodomy when no women are available 
cannot be called a pervert. | suppose 


most people nowadays find cunnilingus 
a normal part of the sexual prelude, but 
in California married men may be sent to 
jail for touching their wives’ sex organs 
with their tongues. 

Our prejudices concerning sexual 
deviation are now as strongly coloured 
by the mythology of psychoanalysis as 
they ever were by Christian myths. 
Both doctrines satisfy our craving to 
pass derogatory value judgements on 
those who show some originality in 
sexual matters. According to psycho- 
analytical dogma these are the infantile 
people. They have “regressed to an 
infantilistic behaviour pattern”, says the 
offical definition. Nowadays the ad- 
herents of this school call themselves 
“psychodynamicists”, because psycho- 
analysis has got a bad reputation—but 
they are birds of a feather. 

The word “perverted” has a key 
Position in psychoanalysis. According to 
this school, the child has sexual emot- 
ions and goes through a process of 
sexual development. In the earliest 
stage the sexual feelings are associated 
with the mouth (the oral phase), and 
after that, the anal tract acquires the role 
of sex organ (the anal phase). When the 
child befouls itself, this simply means 
that it is engaged in anal masturbation. 
Finally, and in fortunate cases, the sex 
urge takes up residence in the penis and 
in the vagina. It is also claimed that the 
child normally engages in all kinds of 
sexual perversion which disappear when 
it becomes sexually mature. Now, if this 
evolutionary process is thoughtlessly 
interfered with, it is possible that the 
individual cannot shed his perversion 
even as an adult. Thus, perversions 
would be created in a way similar to 
psychoneuroses. | once asked a well- 
known psychoanalyst whether he knew 
of any statistical survey demonstrating 
that sexually deviant people show a 
greater number of neurotic symptoms, 
on an average, than others, but he did 
not know of one. Such questions are of 
no interest to the psychoanalytical 
sectarians. 

It is not only the psychoanalysts who 
show a lack of understanding of the 
fact that sexual behaviour can be as 
variable as all other human behaviour. 
They have this intolerance in common 
with most psychiatrists who take an 
interest in sexology. 

Personally | share Kinsey's va/uation 
that “perversions” are phenomena in 
the realm of normal biology (which of 
course does not exclude the possibility 
that they can be symptoms of disease, in 
isolated cases—as, likewise, a cheerful 


@ Our prejudices towards 
sexual deviation are now as 
strongly coloured by the 
mythology of psychoanalysis 
as they ever were by Christian 
myths. Both doctrines 
satisfy our craving to pass 
derogatory judgements on 

those who differ @ 


disposition can be symptomatic of 
mental disease; or meticulousness, of 
brain damage). Kinsey, who came into 
contact with several cases of homo- 
philia, zoophilia, and exhibitionism, did 
not find that these, generally speaking, 
presented any psychical symptoms that 
would justify a diagnosis of disease. 
According to his findings, the main 
worry of the “perverts” was the moral 
reactions of society. 

There is no end to theories on the 
origin and formation of sexual perver- 
sion. Nowadays most schools of thought 
tend to lay the blame on parents. If one 
looks at the matter in a more biological 
manner, one finds that animals on the 
lower rungs of evolution have their 
needs (instincts, urges) strictly and 
irrevocably tied to certain environmental 
conditions or stimuli. The higher you 
climb on the ladder, the more flexible 
the needs become (as do certain 
physiological reactions partly connected 
to these needs, such as salivation), and 
they can be joined to different stimuli. 
That these connections depend on 
imprinting seems probable after experi- 
ments with animals, among others 
Pavlov's well-known experiments with 
dogs. 

Thus it would seem that it is the high 
level of human intelligence which 
makes it possible for man’s ejaculation 
of sexual secretions to be linked up 
with so wide a range of external 
conditions—which, in other words, dis- 
poses man to “perversions”. In his 
sexual variability man is highly superior 
to all other animals, although the 
chimpanzees show many parallel types 
of behaviour, such as exhibitionism 
(Kinsey). The moralists who want to 
affix the sex urge to certain stimulations 
are actually striving for a return to 
primitive and animal behaviour in sexual 
matters. 


Strictly speaking, we have almost no 


qualified knowledge of sexual devia- 
tions. The material we have at our dis- 
posal consists of cases brought to the 
knowledge of the police and the 
hospitals. Obviously they cannot be 
representative. People think “perverts” 
are dangerous partly because they are 
never told about perversions except 
when they read about sexual offences in 
the papers. Yet there is no study in 
existence to demonstrate that “per- 
verts” commit a greater number of 
crimes of violence than people with 
so-called normal instincts. 

Of one thing at least we can be 
certain. The kinds of behaviour called 
“perversions” can provide a great deal 
of happiness. In this sense they are 
good in themselves and the practice of 
them should be encouraged. 

Regrettably, the process of ageing is 
almost always characterized by the 
development of reactionary views on 
sexual matters, and the politically power- 
ful belong to the older generation. Out 
of such attitudes, no reasonable sexual 
reforms can be expected. But if a group 
of unprejudiced people should ever 
happen to reach positions of political 
influence | would like to suggest the 
following measures to be included in 
their programme. 


My policy to give 
justice to deviates 


(1) Promote education and instruc- 
tion, so as to counteract the rise of 
bigotry and obscurantism. Parents 
should be taught to encourage their 
children’s sexual curiosity, to be pleased 
with their offspring’s sexual activity, and 
never to show any repulsion or embar- 
Tassment when sexual matters are dis- 
cussed. Enlightenment is the best 
antidote to intolerance. In the sex 
instruction given in the schools even 
sexual deviations ought to be in- 
cluded, and these should not be des- 
cribed as diseases or abnormalities, but 
as fully legitimate methods of satisfying 
the sexual urge, fully equal to hetero- 
sexual coition. When people who have 
received an education of this kind 
become parents themselves, they pro- 
bably won't damage their children’s 
sexual lives, always provided that they 
do not fall prey to some religious 
fanaticism. 

(2) If a state church, or religion, 
cannot be dispensed with, try at least 
to educate its functionaries to regard 
sexual hygiene with friendlier eyes. The 
priesthood still has not lost all power to 


influence public opinion, and its mem- 
bers can still cause considerable 
damage. 

(3) Establish bureaux to act as 
agencies for making sexual contacts. 
These may well be under state super- 
vision, but their activities should be 
directed by trained staff, doctors, psy- 
chologists, etc. Their aim should be to 
arrange meetings between persons with 
complementary urge patterns. Such an 
agency would be of particular import- 
ance for erotic eccentrics who do not 
otherwise stand much of a chance of 
finding suitable partners. And if a 
person, as is often so with exhibitionists 
and scopophiliacs, depends on group 
sexual activities for the achievement of 
maximum sexual happiness, such an 
agency would be in a position to 
arrange suitable groups. 

(4) The press should introduce 
special personal advertisement columns 
for “perverts”. At present, there are such 
advertising outlets for homosexuals, 
sadists, and masochists in the homo- 
sexual magazines. But no one with 
more complex sexual interests will now 
get his advertisement accepted, how- 
ever carefully he may formulate his 
requirements. 

(5) Establish clubs where exhibition- 
ists are allowed to expose themselves to 
aselect audience. 

(6) Send impotent and frigid people 
to competent doctors, so that these can 
coax latent ‘perversions’ out of them. 

(7) Improve the public supply of 
pornographic material. Scopophiliacs 
should not have to sit and suffer through 
hours of, say. The Silence and other 
depressing things in order to get 4 
glimpse of a scene of intercourse. 
Pornographic films could be shown in 
specialized cinemas, and if it is thought 
necessary to protect the young, all that 
need be done is to institute an age limit 
and require pertinent proof from the 
visitors. The films should deal with 
masturbation, coition, Lesbian mani- 
pulations, sodomy, collective sexuality, 
etc., so that all inclinations would be 
satisfied. It would also be a good thing 
to provide facilities for masturbation in 
these establishments. 

(8) Tell the homosexuals where to 
look for contacts, provide information on 
clubs, bars, and other meeting places, 
and also on homosexual publications. 
Lack of such trivial knowledge should 
not be allowed to make life difficult for 
the homosexual. Great numbers of 
books have been written on the tech- 
niques of heterosexual intercourse, but 
we are still waiting for an instruction 
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manual of homosexual techniques. 

(9) Establish brothels. The illegaliz~ 
ation of these is one of the greatest 
stupidities of our time. By permitting 
brothels one would not only diminish 
sexual starvation in society and the 
number of illegitimate pregnancies, one 
would also achieve better control of 
venereal disease, and above all one 
would avoid the highly developed 
criminal network which prostitution 
now requires for its existence. The 
pimps would lose their market, and no 
one would be able to demand exorbi- 
tant prices for sexual pleasures. 

Brothels have an important function 
in terms of social hygiene. It would be 
best if these institutions were super- 
vized by doctors and social welfare 
officials, and if the Ministry of Health 
were given overall control of their 
activity. By organizing the brothels in 
this manner one would get reasonable 
guarantees of fair working conditions 
and terms of employment. Many young 
people of both sexes would be only too 
pleased to enter the ranks of this 
humanitarian profession. By rational 
methods the price level of sexual 
commodities could be reduced con- 
siderably; adolescent boys and people 
without an income should be allowed 


reduced rates. For the unmarried person 
the brothel would be a time-saving 
factor, at least in cases of strong sexual 
urges, and he would have more time to 
pursue his education and_ training. 
Sexually fatigued wives would find 
relief by sending their husbands to these 
houses of joy, and they would not have 
to worry about any complications. 
Erotically exciting parties and dances 
are social forms we accept in our 
civilization; after such preliminaries, a 
visit to the brothel would be a natural 
measure of hygiene, and the guests 
would not have to ruin the party by the 
desperate search for a sexual partner. 

The most important function of the 
brothel, however, would be to alleviate 
misery of those who for various reasons 
cannot provide for themselves sexually, 
such as the handicapped and the per- 
verted. There should of course be 
homosexual establishments for both 
sexes. 

There are sexually active women in 
their fifties, sixties, and seventies who 
would like nothing better than the 
chance of meeting young boys; for such 
contacts, the brothel ought to be a 
natural rendezvous. All kinds of “‘per- 
verse’ inclinations should be satisfied in 
these dream establishments which would 
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have adequate equipment and trained 
staffs. 

In addition, there ought to be mobile 
brothels to provide for hospitals, mental 
hospitals, and institutions, paralysed, 
housebound patients, and old people, as 
well as individuals who are too in- 
hibited to visit such establishments 
themselves. All these would be grateful 
for the most straightforward manipula- 
tions, such as masturbation or a strip- 
tease performance. The employees of 
these mobile brothels might be called 
erotic Samaritans and should be held in 
great esteem. One would wish that 
cheerful, generous, talented, and mor- 
ally advanced persons with a know- 
ledge of the joys of giving would feel 
attracted to this humanitarian profession. 

What | would like to know is: are 
there any pragmatic moral objections? 
Could my reforms be considered liable 
to cause damage? Do they jeopardize 
the citizens’ safety of life and property ? 
Would people become even unhappier, 
if the reforms were put into practice ? 

Even if a certain amount of damage 
were caused by them, this is not an 
effective argument against the reforms. 
Practically all social measures have a 
number of negative side effects. If we 
remove those sexual taboos that pro- 
hibit “perverse” sexual pleasures (a 
thorough purge would be necessary), 
certain harmful effects are to be feared. 
These harmful effects, in so far as they 
can be given concrete formulation, are 
of a very uncertain and speculative 
character, and they are negligible in 
comparison with the great and un- 
questionable potentialities for happiness 
that would be released in all individuals 
with deviant sexual inclinations. 

We certainly need moral rules in our 
society, but shouldn’t we restrict our- 
selves to such norms as are likely to 
facilitate human relationships ? Many of 
the norms we now consider necessary 
were not established in order to make 
life bearable but in order to please 
various deities. 

No reforms in the world can alleviate 
the sexual deprivation of the “perverts”, 
if we do not, all of us, become more 
generous in our views on sexuality. The 
“perverts” are dependent on sexual 
assistance, on the cooperation of their 
fellow human beings, in order to be able 
to satisfy their sexual urge. At times they 
may need several participants and 
special arrangements. Could we not, 
now and again, make a self-sacrifice for 
the sexual happiness of these people, by 
accepting their requests—even if we do 
not find them erotically rewarding 
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1 quail 4 pheasant 
2 turkey 5 duck 
3 venison 


an cannot emphasise too often 
that the handling of wild meat—raw, 
feathered or furred—is mostly a matter 
of common sense. Almost no cook book 
| ever saw tells us a thing, probably 
because few of their gentled authors 
ever chased game with gun, or bow and 
arrow. | am no Daniel Boone either, but 
whether it was Texas Doves, or Puma 
hunting in Central America, most of the 
game hunters I've seen follow the old- 
world school of over-hanging. Morton 
Shand, the respected British gourmet, 
stated in his A Book of Food that “the 
real difficulty with all game is the race 
between man and maggots.” And so, on 
with the chase, remembering this 
cardinal rule: Young ones are best. 

Geese and old cock pheasants can be 
mighty tough, and only slow roasting at 
low temperature will make them chew- 
able. The smaller birds—quail, doves, 
snipe, wood cock, partridge—are usually 
tender enough regardless of maturity. 

You can judge young birds in much 
the same manner as you'd measure any 
young thing! The plumage isn’t too 
bright in pattern of color. Legs and feet 
are smooth and scales barely overlap. 
Oh yes! Remember, that a young cotton 
tails ears tear with ease—so be careful 
of the dotted lines! 


Rules for handliag game 


1. Hang game in a dry shaded place, 
away from flies and preferably where 
air can circulate. 

2. Trim up all shot or dog-bitten areas 
with a sharp knife. Keep game out of sun 
and as dry as possible. 

8. When game stops smelling like game 
and begins to smell like something else, 
it's no more look, but quick to cook! 
Look for traces of blue around the 
abdomen and trim out every bit of dis- 
coloration—this means morning and 
evening inspection. 

4. Never, never wash game unless it 
has been heavily laden with dirt. Wipe. 
with a damp cloth only. Washing will 
lose flavor and cause meat to spoil 
sooner. 
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5. Feathered game rarely improves with 
marinating. Only game with “strong” 
flavor should be placed in a marinade. 

6. For special game dinners, serve only 
the breasts. They are easier to handle. 
Small game such as quail may be eaten 
with the fingers. Oh yes, never skin 
prime birds—it is quite unthinkable, 
though many keepers of the stewpot in 
the south do just this. 

7. Grouse, pheasant and _ partridge 
should be well hung. Rabbit gains barely 
a hair! 

And now for our Hanging Index. 


Ducks five to six days 
Mallards two to three days 
Teals during mild weather 
Widgeons 


Canvas Back 


GuineaHen A delicate bird 
four to five days. 
Mild weather one to 
two days 


Partridge four to five days. 
Mild weather one to 
two days 


Wild Turkey four to six days. 
Mild weather two to 
three days. 
Bleed turkeys promptly. 
flavor is delicate 


Venison in cold weather three 
to five weeks. 
Mild weather two 
weeks, but bleed at 
once 


While game of one kind or another is 
available during most of the year, it is 
the fall season that usually offers the 
greatest variety. Only the other day | 
came across a copy of an old menu 
prepared for President Andrew Johnson 
in honor of his visit to New York. The 
date was 29 August 1866. This menu 
lists no fewer than five varieties of wild 
fowl alone. CONTINUED OVERLEAF 


THE EPICUREAN. 


DINNER GIVEN BY THE CITIZENS OF NEW YORK 
To MIS EXCELLEXCY 
PRESIDENT JOHNSON, 
In honor of his visit to the city, Wednesday, August 20, 1866. 


MENU. 
roraces, 
‘Consommé Chitelaine. 
Nons-p'auvRE, 
‘Timbales de gibier A la Vénitienne, 


Bisque aux quenelles, 


orssons. 
Paupiettes de kingfsh, Villerou 


Filet de boeuf & Ia Pocahontas, 


Ris de veau Montgomery. 
Boudins & la Richelieu, 


Sorbet ala Dunderberg, 
nore. 
‘Beeassines Bardées, Ortolans farcia, 
ExTREMETS DE Ltauates, 

Petits pois A P Anglaise. ‘Tomates farcies. 
Aubergines frites. Articheuts Barigoule 
neraewers svcnts, 

Tokai Impérial. Péches Ala New York. 

Abricots Siciiens, 
Macédoine de fruits, 
Bavarois aux frases, 
CCréme aux amandes Meringues Chantilly. 
Beauséjour au Malaga. Mille feulles Pompadour. 
Gtteau soleil. Biscuits glacés aux pistaches. 

FRUITS EF DESSERTS, 

ritces woxrtes, 
Monument de Washington. Fontaine des Aigles. 
‘Temple de la Liberté. ‘Trophée National. 
Casque Romain. Colonne de l'Union. 
Char dela Paix. Rotonde Ez:ptienne, 
Cassolette Sultane, ‘Come d'Abondance, 


Moscovites aux oranges. 
Gelée Californienne. 


Pourteenth Sirect and Filth Avene, Pelmonien, 
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Start with six of the little chaps, but 
save two for the following morning’s 
breakfast. English tea or champagne if 
you prefer. 

1. In a small heavy pan, heat 14 oz. of 
clarified butter. (To clarify butter, heat 
butter in a pan and chill in the refrigera- 
tor. The solid mass is clarified butter. 
Do not use the milky liquid.) Stir the 
butter until it is just on the point of 
browning. Put in the quail, breast-side 
down. Carefully brown the quail all over. 
Flame with 4 tbs. of Calvados. Remove 
the quail from the pan 

2. Add another 1 tb. of butter to the pan 
in which you did the browning. Add + 
tsp. finely chopped garlic, 2 finely 


chopped shallots, 1 finely chopped 
mushroom cap, 1 finely chopped truffle. 
Stir with a wooden spoon over a very 
slow fire for a minute or two. Season 
with salt and freshly ground white 
pepper. 

3. Take the pan off the fire and stir in $ 
tsp. of tomato paste, 3 tsp. of meat glaze, 
and 2 tbs. of all-purpose flour. Mix in 3 
cup of strong chicken stock. Put the pan 
back on the fire and stir until it just 
comes to a boil. With a whisk, beat in 
(teaspoon by teaspoon) 3 cup of heavy 
cream (whipped). Return the quail to 
the sauce. Cover the pan with a piece of 
wax paper and the lid. Simmer very 
gently for about 25 minutes. 


There is always bound to be some dis- 
agreement over the selection of wines. 
| have seen a Mersault Les Charmes ‘48 
consumed with pheasant as well as 
Chablis enjoyed with quail, so when it 
comes to the hunting game there are 
probably more do’s than don'ts. This is 
for my unruffled friends. 

Pheasant: Bordeaux: Pauillac, St. 
Estephe, St. Emilion, _Pomerol. 
Burgundy: Corton or a Pommard, 
Cotes-du-Rhone, Chateauneuf-du- 
Pape, Hermitage. Beaujolais: Moulin- 
au-vent. 

Partridge: As above. 

Duck: Any of above or a Cote de 
Beaune or a fine white wine such as 
Montrachet. 

If all this adds up to quite proper fare 
in your scheme of eating and gaming, 
you really have little need to read 
further. But. if you are one of those ever- 
searching souls who might wonder 
about the hunting game in old Roman 


days, let me offer a lover's menu from 
Lucullus’s time. 

First Course: Conger eels, oysters, two 
kinds of mussels, thrushes on asparagus, 
fat fowls. 

Second Course: Shellfish, fig-peckers, 
haunches of venison, wild boar, pastry 
of small birds. 

Third Course: Sow’s udder, boar's head, 
fricassee of fish, fricassee of sows’ 
udders, various ducks, sausages. 
Fourth Course: Very elaborate pastry. 
Fifth Course: Fruits and wines. 

Qh, ‘twas an ordinary and simple 
affair! 

By the way, one of the short-term 
benefits to be gained from the hunting 
game are the marvellous pelts that 
you'd be proud to pass on to your Pet— 
with this thought in mind. 

| love little pussy ! 

Her coat is so warm! 

And if | don’t hurt her 

She'll do me no harm.— John Doe. 
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NO CHECK 
ON THE 
PRINCE OF WALES 


by Rodney Bennett England 


Tz Prince of Wales is an accepted leader of men’s fashion. 
As the First Gentleman of his land, still unhampered by 
excessive royal burdens, he has always been the man whose 
sartorial foibles are intently watched by tailors and their 
clients. Even accidents of dress, like the day when Edward 
VII forgot to do up the bottom button of his waistcoat, have 
become protocol. 

Edward VII, when Prince of Wales, decided that the bowler 
hat. until then only used for riding and country wear, was 
ideal for St James's. He also adopted the Homburg hat, wore 
a white waistcoat and stiff starched shirt for evening wear ; 
made the reefer jacket respectable ; and, as a stylistic quibble, 
requested double-breasted lapels on single-breasted jackets, 

Edward VII! used his influence as Prince of Wales to bring 
amore informal look. Suede shoes and midnight-blue dinner 
jackets and Fair Isle sweaters shocked his more respectable 
entourage. He wore a great number of Glen check suits and 
all his shirt collars spread wide to allow space for what is 
still known as the Windsor knot. He added turn-ups to 
trousers and wrapped himself for the evening in a double- 
breasted dinner jacket. 

Looking back, all these innovations seem fairly trivial, but 
in the stagnant atmosphere of men’s clothes almost any 
change must have been welcomed, 

This summer Prince Charles became the successor to this 
illustrious tradition. Apart from his other duties he became 
the potential regal trend-setter. What is he going to do about 
it? What would we /ike him to do about it? 

It can't be denied that so far Prince Charles has manifested 
no interest in clothes whatsoever. His dress has been remark- 
ably ordinary, not to say downright dull. It may be because 
his parents wished to avoid any accusations by their subjects 
that the future king was ‘oo flamboyant or flippant: Perhaps 
democracy increasingly demands of its royals that they play 
the plain man to maintain popularity with the masses. In the 
past, elegance has often suffered from association with 
privilege, and the story goes that the buttons on the royal 
shoes of Edward III, as Prince of Wales, could have been sold 
for enough to keep a family for five years. But today members 
of the royal family pay for their wardrobes out of their own 
incomes or savings, and the mass-production revolution has 
made clothes classless in the sense that they can be elegantly 
styled within the price range of all. 

Royal clothes may stand out for quality and assiduous 
valeting, but—unfortunately for any PR value—they are 
boring. Even the occasional touch of splendour is dying, with 
less and less dressing up at royal functions. Decorations may 
now be worn with dinner jackets, and the Queen has even 
gone so far as to hold a dinner party for Mr Kosygin at which 
lounge suits were specified. Yet paradoxically the tailcoat and 


top hat is'still worn on hot afternoons at Palace garden parties. 
The morning coat, that uniform of 100. years ago, still 
dominates. Otherwise color is less and less associated with 
royal occasions. 

| believe that Prince Charles now has a perfect opportunity 
to give a new lead to men’s clothes—and perhaps gradually 
to all our ideas of both formal and informal wear. Only 20 
years ago fashions began at the top and worked their way 
down. In the last decade this changed completely around and 
fashions begin with the young: and then slowly percolate 
through society. Charles, at 20. can combine both the 
traditional pattern and the new phenomenon as the Prince 
of Wales who has both youth and social power going for him. 

This is not a plea for jeans and Arran sweaters on all 
occasions but simply a suggestion that men should have the 
same freedom as women to wear different clothes according 
to their work, the temperature, how they feel, the places they 
will have to wear them, and so on. It is this new freedom that 
ithe Prince can give to men’s clothes. Instead of accepting 
toyal cliches, he can choose clothes that are right and 
functional and elegant. The male sartorial scene today is a 
battle between conservatives and the progressives, and the 
traditionalists have of course the pseudo-respectability of a 
century's Wear on their side. The new materials, new styles, 
new sartorial outlooks need a leader who can take them 
away from their boutique image and introduce them on 
international levels. And the only man who can do this is 
Prince Charles. 

Of course he is bound to make mistakes. Whatever, he 
Wears from now on is sure to be critically analyzed by anyone 
who has an interest in clothes, and it is going to be easy for 
his advisers to press for caution. Besides, any departure from 
tradition can cause difficulties. Lord Snowdon has already 
done his bit in trying to shake up British ideas of dressing. 
but the noble earl has also suffered the indignity of being 
tefused admission to restaurants which stuffily insist that 
patrons wear collar and tie. Would these same maitres d‘hote/ 
refuse Prince Charles, though ? 

Just now, there's a British revival in men’s fashion—in both 
traditional and the avant-garde fields. The Prince of Wales is. 
a natural as the industry's unofficial roving ambassador, an 
ambassador of the contemporary. With this role in mind we 
asked six British designers to give their ideas of clothes that 
he might like to consider, Rupert Lycett Green of Blades; 
Louis Stanbury of Kilgour, French & Stanbury; Tom 
Gilbey, Ruben Torres; Sid Brent of Take Six; and Peter 
Golding. 

Here's hoping the Prince of Wales proves to be the man 
who puts an end to the matching suit, sports jacket and grey 
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Peter Golding’s design (left) is a close-fitting s.b. suit with fly ae 
front and patch pockets. He sees it in two versions—black Lng 
wool jersey or navy gaberdine for formal town wear; Khaki or 
off-white corduroy for informal occasions, Ruben Torres has 
created for Charles a practical outdoor loafing outtit (right) 
of leg-hugging stretch trousers (worn with thigh length boots) 
and a body-hugging stretch shirt with polo collar and tight 
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Louis Stanbury’s design (opposite page: left) 
of a formal day suit is in the accepted tradition 
of Savile Row tailoring. The 4-button d.b. suit 
is in slate blue with natural shoulders and 
broad lapels. The jacket is flared with a high 
waist, deep flap pockets and coupled buttons. 
There are two deep-inverted side pleats and 
narrow braid on the collar and slit cuffs. 
Trousers are plain with slightly flared bottoms. 

Tom Gilbey has given Charles a versatile 
casual outfit (opposite page: right), particularly 
suited to weekend wear. In a silver grey and 
beige herringbone wool and cashmere cloth. it 
has four patch pockets and a self-belt, although 
the latter is optional, Edges are deep-stitched, 
and there is a straight shoulder yoke at the back 
and stitched centre seam. Trousers are very 
slightly flared at the ankle and sleeve cuffs are 
plain without buttons. The suit can be worn 
with shirt and tie or polo neck sweater. Sidney 
Brent's design (left) is a sleeveless jacket and 
trousers in double-knit jersey which he calls the 
vest suit. /t has a very soft look with no padding 
and very deep square patch envelope pockets. 
The jacket has a 13 inch deep centre vent, is 
waist-hugging and edged in 24 inch wide 
water snake skin, as are the pocket tops. 
Rupert Lycett Green sees a trend-setting 
Charles in bolder formal clothes. His dark blue 
velvet evening suit (right) as self-colored 
embroidery on the trouser legs, pockets and 
lapels. The jacket is s.b. with one button fasten- 
ing and deep side vents. Trousers are wide and 
straight with side pockets. The Prince's 
accessories with this outfit should be white silk 
shirt, large floppy silk bow tie and black patent 
shoes. 
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GROOM AT THE TOP....... 


SCENTS 


ACCENTS 


With men’s toiletries assuming 
such exotic way-out names the 
day was bound to come when it 
would take a linguist to pronouce, 
let alone explain, them. But don’t 
fret. From Concept Publishing 
(Beauty Fashion) comes a $1.50 
index of men’s grooming products, 
with all the tongue-twisters spelled 
out phonetically. 

Chenango after-shave and 
cologne, says the booklet, a clean 
woodsy blend with a touch of 
citrus, is pronounced “shuh-nan- 
go”. Corteccia de Pino, a leafy 
pine scent, is “court-achia-dee- 
penno”. Eau Sauvage, by Christian 
Dior, is of course ‘o-so-vahj” 


Signoricci, Nina Ricci’s fresh con- 
temporary green scent, is “‘seen- 
your-ee-chee". 

For the obsessive, some others 
are: Monsieur de Givenchy, by 
House of Fragrance, “mis-syuh 
gee-vahn-she” ; Eau D’Hermes, by 
Hermark, “air-mes”; Formale, by 
Carmel Myers, “‘for-mah-lee”, and 
Hai Karate, by Leeming, “haiee- 
kar-ah-tee”. 

The book offers no help with 
the pronunciation of Caswell- 
Massey's Patchouly or, for that 
matter, with de Beaufort’s 
cologne, after-shave ‘and soap 
which labels itself simply “No 
Comment”. 


SVVEED SELL OF 


SUCCESS 


Now that you know how to 
pronounce some of today’s top 
colognes and aftershaves, the 
Fragrance Foundation, another 
organization devoted to the sweet 
smell of success, offers advice on 
what to do with them: 

Don't be reluctant to use both 
cologne and after-shave together. 
Cologne is specifically designed to 
be enjoyed throughout the day, 
while after-shave performs for a 
shorter period. 

Always apply fragrance to your 
body—it’s meant as a refresher. 

Dry skin requires a more 
generous splash of fragrance than 
oily skin because it does not hold 
the fragrance as long. 

In warm weather, wear a lighter 
scent. Heat intensifies fragrance. 

Enjoy a variety of scents to suit 
the occasion and your mood. 

Keep cologne in your locker 
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when you participate in active 
sports—when rubbed on hands, 
its alcoholic content causes evap- 
oration that keeps hands cool and 
dry, providing a better grip on golf 
clubs, rackets, bowling balls and 
bats. It also cools and relaxes tired 
feet and can be used as a rub- 
down to relieve aching muscles. 

Take along your cologne and 
after-shave preparations on long- 
distance trips for quick fresh-ups. 
Special unbreakable containers 
are available for travelers. 

Keep cologne in the glove com- 
partment of your car or in your 
desk at the office. It’s a quick, easy 
way to refresh on hot, busy, 
summer days and an excellent 
pick-up for lagging spirits. 


Don’t hoard, Even the best 
colognes and after-shave lotions 
will fade and lose their zing 
eventually. 


CASE OF 
THE HAIR 
APPARENT 


Keep your eye on the road. Breck, 
the company that makes hair color 
and conditioners for women, has 
just gone into high gear with a 
promotional campaign all about 
matching the color of a girl’s hair 
with her fellow’s car. It can all be 
done in a toot, we understand, 
and is a guaranteed traffic-stopper. 

Meanwhile, back in the remote 
Amazon jungles of Peru, where 
there is no traffic, female members 
of the Shipibo Indian tribe are 
equally hip to hair coloring. If 
their locks become bleached, as is 
not uncommon under the burning 
equatorial sun, the gals simply dye 
it black again by using the juice 
from a local avocado-like fruit, the 
jagua. Treatments are done with 
painstaking care. Hairis thoroughly 
moistened with jagua juice and 
allowed to set for four days. 
During this time, booster applica- 
tions are made. One such four-day 
treatment keeps the hair(shoulders 
and hands too) jet-black for three 
or four weeks at a stretch. 


TRESSED 
AND 
REDRESSED 


On other pated fronts .. . Barbers, 
long blaming hippie-inspired long 
hair for cutting into profits, now 
contend that business couldn't be 
better. A recent union survey 
showed that the average income 
of American barbers increased 
26.4% last year, with the trend 
toward longer hair the major 
reason, 

It seems that the hippies have 
made non-hippies more conscious 


of their tresses. Men go in more 
now for sculptured cuts and 
styling, bangs and long sides. 
Long hair gets raggedy quickly and 
has to be trimmed more frequently. 
Illusion cutting, permanent 
waving, teasing, razor cutting, 
hair straightening and condition- 
ing are all part of today’s sophisti- 
cated barber business—with prices 
to match. (This fearless researcher 
got his first experimental razor cut 
in Paris about a year ago. | went in 
looking like me and came out 
looking like Claude Dauphin.) 


FIFTH 


COLUMNIST 
STRIKES 
Gerta Grudel is a macicated 


fashion and beauty columnist who 
looks like a fashion and beauty 
columnist ought to look. Her 
demure, doe-eyed appearance, 
however, belies a pointed pen. 

"The men’s fashion industry has 
finally managed to make men’s 
clothes as seasonal and change- 
able as women’s clothes,” she 
wrote recently, “and as darling. 
Like clockwork, men are now 
dashing off to all those smart little 
clothing shops where apothecary 
jars are always stuffed with free 
candies to buy all the pretty new 
things—beaded belts, pendant 
necklaces, satin turtlenecks with 
built-in cream-puff cuffs, scream- 
ing plaid-patterned and sherbet- 
colored dandy, daddy-longleg 
pants. 

“There is something slightly 
tragic about a 40-year-old turtle- 
necked swinger—you always see 
him at an airport—desperately 
clutching his youth by the end of 
a chained medallion.” 

Since when in Miss Grudel's 
syndicated fashion and beauty 
columnist experience, does the 
desire to remain youthful and 
fashionable become tragic? Per- 
haps, in her wisdom, she can 
suggest some alternative. 
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AN INVITATION 
TO JOIN THE 
PENTHOUSE BOOK SOCIETY 


Now buy 6 books a year .. , 3 books... or no books at all! It’s up to you! One low membership 
fee entitles you to exclusive savings on the kinds of books you want to own. These are 
Original Publisher's Editions. 


LOVE'S PICTURE BOOK 
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by JIM MORAN 


posuoliers 


Secret Techniques of Erotic Delight. Dr A History of Eroticism. Ove Brusendorff and Love's Picture Book: Love, Lust and 
Vyvan Howard; Intro. by Dr Albert Ellis. A Poul Henningsen. \n all ages, love has been not Pleasure. (in 4 volumes) 

veritable manual for the philanderer, the seducer, only a great pleasure but an inspiration to all 

the lover and the husband—a sort of Everyman's forms of art. Each of these comprehensive Complete and unexpurgated, an unprecen- 
Guide to the Secrets of Bliss in Bed. Contains volumes is illustrated with more than 30 pages dented sensuous journey through exotic culture, 
more than 100 case histories of persons of both of photographs and drawings. Members’ price: with hundreds of photographs and drawings 
sexes who have revealed their problems to $4.80 each volume. superbly reproduced in fine hard-cover editions. 
professional clinics, and who have been led to Vol. 1. Eroticism in Antiquity, Aristophanes. Members’ price: $6.40 each volume. 

new and rewarding discoveries. Members’ Ovid, Petronius, et. al. ' 

price : $4.80 Vol. Il. The Middle Ages. Prostitution, Vol. |. History of pleasure and moral indis- 


le Boccaccio, the Epicureans. cretion, from Classical Greece through 


. qi Vol. Ill. The Bourgeois Age. Marquis de Sade, the French Revolution. Includes prints 
Why. Men Shouldn't Marry. Jim Moran. A Casanova, brothels. sex problems in and paintings from secret collections. 
ledicated, consecrated, enthusiastic bachelor literature. Vol. Il. Social description of sex life in the last 
explains why man’s natural and proper function _ Vol. IV. Nineteenth Century. England and century. 


fei oimna Nats onal si his funlanatoeut our, France—the disastrous urge toward the Vol. Ill. “Exotic Horizons""—a rich education in 
Ft aniaoameeoonee a a0 eliedlase Yeeerds same sex. oriental love-making; tribes and cults 
, nex: ion of i ican ‘ i 
aa de Vol. V. Twentieth Century. Impact of realism who practice wife-swapping, sadism, 
genetic roulette. Members’ price: $2.40 BiNleve Lola Stupeteeee. ich 
Vol. VI. The Eternal Struggle. Art, poetry and Vol. IV. The sex act in a new light, with startling 
Sex and the Single Man. Dr Albert Ellis. truth: “obscenity” in our time. paintings by some great masters. 


Professional advice for the man who is living 
without a woman: how to avoid guilt without 
sex; how to survive disappointment in love; 
how to avoid becoming a sex pervert; how to 
pick a suitable wife; how to avoid medical 

complications ; where and how to meet females. 


suemberen Briere S22 TO: PENTHOUSE BOOK SOCIETY, Dept. EE, 110 East 59th Street, New York. 
Sirs: Please enroll me as a Charter Member of the Penthouse Book Society. | understand 
Sex without Guilt. Dr Albert Ellis. One of that membership entitles me to full savings on all books offered by the Society. and that 


the world’s leading psychologists destroys the | am not obligated to purchase any specific number of books. | enclose [] check [] money 
myth of “sexual guilt’—from masturbation to order for $5 (membership fee) plus the cost of books ordered below. 
adultery—and offers sound. convincing en- Number of copies Titles Price per copy 


couragement for a healthier, freer attitude. 
Members’ price: $3.95 — | = a Ee —" | 
————— : { i = | 
The Cruel and the Meek. Walter Braun, — = == oe 

M.D.; Intro. by Dr Albert Ellis. The shocking E i | 
acts of sadism, masochism and_ flagellation 


practised through the centuries are surprisingly Name 
still very much alive in many areas of the world } 


_. including the U.S. Here is an illustrated, | 
detailed discussion of their uses as sexual dQ | 
stimuli, and the harm they can cause partici- City Zip == 


pants, Members’ price: $4.80 
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THE 
CAMPUS 
CONVULSION 


® CONTINUED FROM PAGE 42 


“further studies” and “additional con- 
sideration’. We find our requests are 
often being studied to death—a con- 
venient tactic of stalling in the hope that 
blacks will give up and forget about it. 

We don't forget, however, and when 
we must dramatize our displeasure with 
such tactics those same administrators 
are the first ones to cry: “‘Why can't we 
sit down and talk it over?” 

The nation’s media manage to com- 
pound institutional insensitivity by mis- 
informing alumni. Sometimes it is 
deliberate, sometimes merely sloppy 
reporting. Reporters take school public- 
telations handouts as gospel. Then 
they'll talk to a university spokesman, 
call up one or two faculty, then file their 
stories. Sometimes, as in the Cornell 
takeover, the media trumpet a relatively 
minor issue in order to obscure the real 
cause of the takeover in the first place. 
Seldom does anyone take the time or 
effort to ask blacks why they risked their 
college careers. The merits of the 
demands seldom get any discussion, 
mostly because reporters don’t know 
enough to write about them intelligently, 
and also because the real issues aren’t as 
dramatic as “anarchy” and “black 
separatism’. 

The nation’s campuses are becoming 
the new frontier of the human rights 
struggle. Just like Southern whites, 
many of the nation’s Northern colleges 
react with shock and bewilderment 
when “their nigras’ suddenly begin 
acting like men. 

“Aren't you colored boys happy to be 
here?” says a Barnard coed. Her words 
are echoed by many of her counterparts 
around the country... One Brandeis 
professor scolded “his nigras” for acting 
uppity because “we've lowered our 
standards to let you people in here 
anyway”. 

Boys might be satisfied with second- 
class membership, or a whitewashed 
curriculum, but many of today’s black 
college students aren't. They're asking 
some important questions about the 
aims of higher education in America. As 
far as we are concerned it is designed 
not as a pluralized education but only to 
turn out a race of “Oreos’—black on the 
outside but white to the core. 

We haven't always quéstioned so 
vigorously. We used to accept those 
institutions as they were. Not too long 
ago black students were in college to 
get an education so they might escape 
being black. Black skin being a distinct 
liability in this society, many black 


students did their best to forget it. They 
tried to get into white fraternities, date 
white girls, and adopt the attitudes and 
aspirations of their classmates. 

They didn't come together with other 
blacks on campus. There weren't very 
many there anyway. The cost at private 
colleges was prohibitive to the majority 
of black students, even if they could get 
by the rigid quotas designed to keep 
blacks out. Public institutions, on the 
whole, didn’t recruit in inner-city 
schools. 

Those who managed to get in never 
numbered very many. And they got in 
because they could most successfully 
ape white people. “Getting through an 
interview means acting white,” a high 
school teacher advised me, because any 
other way was considered less than 
human by admissions people, or at least 
not good academic potential. 

The majority of those graduates might 
just as well have been white men. They 
had gone to the same prep schools with 
white students, they talked and acted 
like white students, and felt little 
responsibility toward the black com- 
munities that bordered many of their 
campuses. 

But times have changed. Black 
students know they're black now. They 
recognize their responsibilities to learn 
something that might be useful to black 
communities first. It's America’s colleges 
and universities that haven't kept up 
with the times. 

The way black student activists view 
their schools is linked to their view of 
their role in American society. The 
emphasis of the Civil Rights Movement 
(which was largely a black student 
movement) was opening up the society 
so that blacks might enter. From the 
earliest sit-ins through the voter regis- 
tration drives, the feeling was: “Look 
here, white folks, why won't you do 
tight? Protests were aimed, therefore, 
at moving white consciences to volun- 
tarily break down social barriers. There 
was an intense feeling that racial co- 
operation would quickly end 350 years 
of racism. 

But then came the 1964 Democratic 
Convention. After doing everything 
“right’’, peacefully, nonviolently, legally, 
and all the rest, blacks were sold out by 
their “liberal” allies. They didn’t have 
any power, and couldn't ever expect to 
get any integrating into a racist society 
that didn’t want them. 

The frustrations of those failing efforts, 
and the growing militance of the masses 
of black people forced black intellec- 
tuals to do some serious rethinking. 
Malcolm X told us to stop begging and 
start demanding. Stokely Carmichael 
and Dr. Charles Hamilton told us it was 
foolish to enter coalitions with stronger 
allies, that we had to get our own group 
power together. Franz Fanon and Harold 
Cruse and Nathan Hare told us we had 


to stop imitating white people if we were 
ever going to get anywhere. We began 
to question the rhetoric of the older 
civil rights leaders—what was the use of 
integrating into a _ society which 
accepted you only on its terms ? 

“What white society was saying,” 
says Fordham political scientist Dr 
Tylden LeMelle, “was “You throw away 
everything that you, as an ethnic 
minority, have developed, and imitate 
us." The only acceptable culture is 
white culture. The only acceptable 
behavier is our middle-class behavior. 
“Under those terms,” adds LeMelle, 
“integration means cultural suicide.” 

The profound humanistic trend of the 
Civil Rights Movement has deeply 
influenced this generation. We were in 
our formative years during that move- 
ment. and we have inherited the un- 
solved questions that movement raised, 
The problems of poor black people have 
not been touched, for example. The 
positions that have been opened up for 
blacks have mostly been spots requiring 
a good education. And if you're poor, 
you can’t get a good education. 

We found out the game was rigged. 
Only a few educated blacks would be 
found “acceptable”. Then they would 
be isolated from the black community 
and put under the thumb of white 
authorities. They would be “integrated” 
—all the rest would be left to poverty and 
powerlessness. 

The process of organizing for power 
will take trained leaders. It will take 
people whose knowledge can be 
channeled toward solving some of our 
problems. ‘They've had you spend so 
much of your time solving their prob- 
lems,” says Rev. Jesse Jackson of 
SCLC, “that you don't know the 
questions to ask to solve your own.” 

When we get to the nation’s colleges, 
we look to the institution to provide that 
training. And then we find they aren't 
prepared to find answers for white 
people’s problems, let alone prepare us. 

So where are we going to get that 
education ? 

Black colleges are controlled and 
directed either by white philanthropists, 
or by Southern education boards. They 
are prevented from innovations, and in 
many cases are more backward than 
white schools. Howard students bitterly 
resent the emphasis on preparation for 
white society. Students in the school of 
architecture, for example, protest the 
use of a summer cottage. as a model: 
they want to learn how to draw a 
community center, or a day care center, 
“The sociology books,” complains a 
Spellman coed, “contains about one 
chapter devoted to black people. And 
that was written by a white sociologist 
who probably never came near a black 
ghetto.” Music departments at many 
black schools require courses in Euro- 
pean music, often neglect altogether the 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 93 
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tremendous contributions of black 
Americans. 

We don’t fare any better at white 
schools. Courses are designed to 
familiarize us with problems  en- 
countered in America’s corporations, 
not our own, “They don't teach you a 
damn thing about welfare law,” says 
Jerome Duncan, a George Washington 
law student. “How am | going to 
represent a rent strike when all the 
courses are geared towards making me 
a Wall Street lawyer ? 

We don’t want to be Sambos. We 
don't want to be filled up with 
Florentine Art and British Intellectual 
History and not know anything that will 
help us deal with white oppression. 

The questions that many black 
collegians are beginning to ask dig into 
the whole nature of a university. When 
we question the function of our schools, 
we're really questioning the society that 
institution serves. Some of us wonder if 
it's worth getting into. ‘Can a system 
that was built largely on slave labor, 
over the dead bodies of the Indians, 
that now has to make war on little men 
in black pyjamas, be worth getting 
into? asked a panelist at a black 
student leadership conference. Can the 
phoniness and unreality of middle-class 
mediocrity be worth becoming a part? 
Some of our most profound black 
thinkers like LeRoi Jones and Larry 
Neal assure us that Western (white) 
culture is dying, that we are integrating 
into a burning building. A lot of us are 
confused. A lot of us are wondering just 
what we're going to do. 


During a conference at Lincoln 
University (Pa.) a New York rabbi 
exclaimed : ‘Do you want in or out?” 


And | replied: “If the Nazis had offered 
you a spot in their public EMITS 
department, would you take it ? 

Black student activists want to reform 
that society so that there /s room in the 
society, so that the society /s worth 
getting into. You can’t reform some- 
thing unless you understand what you 
want so that it is better than what is 
already there. And America’s colleges 
are not prepared to teach us how to 
build a better society. 

And that’s what all the shouting is 
about. 

When we arrive, the threats, the 
insults don’t bother us half as much as 
the ignorance. “Here we are at what's 
supposed to be the top of academic 
society,” says a Radcliffe sophomore, 

“and for all they know about us we 
might as well have dropped in from the 
dark side of the moon.” 

Even Kenneth Clarke, a critic of black 
student takeovers, admits “teachers are 
as primitive and as barbaric in their 
racial knowledge as the average 
American.” It's not just the stupid 
questions other classmates hit us with— 
it's the appalling ignorance of the men 


who are supposed to be teaching us 
something. How are we going to learn 
from men who don’t know any more 
than whitewashed history ? 

Where are we in those history books 
anyway? The contributions of black 
Americans are systematically excluded, 
the history of slavery whitewashed— 
what kind of education is that? The 
great African civilizations are either 
distorted or left out altogether. Black 
historian Playthel Benjamin accuses 
white historians of systematic efforts to 
minimize the influences of non-whites 
in world history. “They've even taken 
Egypt out of Africa,” he says, ‘‘to make 
it look as though black people didn’t 
accomplish all those things.” 

It's really not surprising that our 
instructors don’t know any black history. 
When most of them went to school, it 
was considered liberal just to attribute 
human intelligence to black people. 
Just 50 years ago scientists convinced 
themselves blacks had smaller brains 
than white people, that blacks were 
genetically inferior. Those same men 
taught many of our professors, wrote 
the books that they read. There is an 
entire history of complicity between 
racists and white researchers that needs 
to be told. We are certainly running into 
some of those leftover attitudes. 

We aren't just left out of those 
history books ; the’people that are doing 
research in areas that vitally affect us 
aren‘t helping us out in many cases. We 
want to engage in meaningful research 
in the black community, scholarship 
that can be useful to solving some of our 
problems, not just for the sake of 
improving our minds. For too long have 
others done our scholarship for us—and 
not always in our interests. Charles 
Thomas, president of the Association of 
Black Psychologists, says white re- 
searchers are often “pursuing economic, 
personal, and social gains’ while neither 
providing the residents with the infor- 
mation collected nor using the data to 
improve the residents’ quality of life. 
We know only too well if we don’t do it 
ourselves, no one will do it for us. 

We want more black instructors. It’s 
not the color of their skin—many black 
teachers are as ignorant of black 
culture as whites—but the unique con- 
tributions that black instructors can 
make. Large universities dehumanize all 
of their students, but no one suffers 
more than black students. We're 
alienated when we get there. The 
schools are like great big pageants and 
we never get a chance to do any 
directing. The pressures of college life, 
the sheer bigness of today’s multi- 
versities, make them lonely places 
indeed. We want someone to relate to, 
someone we can turn to for advice, 


someone whose intellectual interests 
parallel our own. 
“White instructors are sometimes 


helpful, but most of them can't help you 
even when they are interested in your 
problems,” says Linda Elliot, former 
BSU chairman at Lynchburg College. 
“A lot of white teachers never get out of 
a kind of condescending paternalism 
that just turns you off. You don't even 
want to talk to someone who comes on 
like ‘l-don’t-think-of-you-as-Negroes’.”” 
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lw Black instructors bring nuances of 
W perception and feeling, sympathy for 
> subjects we're interested in. You can’t 
O expect white instructors to go out and 
Z dig up the original papers of W. E. B. 
F DuBois unless he’s Herbert Aptheker— 
2 but you might need. them if you're 
WW interested in doing some.really meaning- 
ful scholarship. A man has to have the 
interest to really put himself in a 
discipline, and most white scholars are 
more interested in publishing in those 
erudite journals that nobody reads than 
helping to solve community problems. 

We want more black culture on 
campus. Courses in the arts talk about 
the universality of art, but in practice 
they mean the universality of white 
Anglo-Saxon art. If we're going to have 
a true marketplace of ideas, we cannot 
confine ourselves to white contribu- 
tions. If white people are sincere about 
the university being a place to examine 
a wide range of ideas, let's make that a 
reality, black collegians are saying. 
Let's bring in a wide range of art, music, 
sculpture. For too long have our public 
and private colleges spoon-fed black 
people white culture while denying the 
legitimacy of black contributions. 

Why is it we have string quartets but 
never Mariam Makeba, never James 
Brown? 

Black collegians view the exclusion of 
black artists as a deliberate effort to 
negate their contributions to make us 


think we've never accomplished any- 
thing in the arts. When schools present 
only those portions of the arts which 
glorify the “mainstream” what they are 
doing is essentially irrelevant to every- 
one but white people. 

Bringing in more black instructors, 
more black culture, and_ repairing 
bowdlerized history courses won't bring 
about the millenium on campus. These 
efforts will only rectify past abuses. 
Black student leaders don’t consider one 
or two courses and a few token black 
instructors as anything but small steps 
toward repairing the enormous de- 
ficiencies already there. 

If the nation’s colleges and univer- 
sities are going to face the much larger 
problem of responding to change, they 
must become a lot more flexible. 
Universities are too cumbersome, too 
tradition-bound to deal with their 
problems now. How are they ever going 
to meet the challenges of the ‘70s if 
they’re having difficulties keeping up 
with the changes brought about by the 
early ‘60s ? 

Professors certainly aren't going to 
restructure their universities, because 
they're too busy filling up those journals 
with their research, too busy attending 
professional meetings and writing books 
and writing proposals for government 
research grants. The National Com- 
mission on the Causes & Prevention of 
Violence released a report recently 
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which noted faculty neglect as a con- 
tributing factor to student unrest. 
Reisman and Jencks’ The Academic 
Revolution comes down hard on pro- 
fessors who spend all their time re- 
searching, but don’t find the time to be 
concerned with reforming antiquated 
curricula. 

Like most of the institutions of the 
society, we have found through painful 
experience that we cannot wait for 
white people to make needed changes. 
Black students have had to devise new 
ways of presenting a curriculum which 
will serve our needs and act as a 
positive force for reform throughout the 
university. 

We think we've found the answer in 
black studies institutes. UCLA’s Center 
for the Study of Afro-American History 
& Culture, for example, intends to 
become the dynamic force in the 
creation of a more flexible, relevant 
educational institution. The imperfec- 
tions of the school are most evident in 
the area of Afro-American studies, and 
the Center hopes to provide a flexible, 
interdisciplinary approach to fulfilling 
that need. 

“The primary function of the Center 
will be to provide faculty research 
grants, sponsor and finance group 
research projects, encourage and sup- 
port inter-disciplinary colloquies and 
symposia dealing with the Afro- 
American,” says the proposal submitted 
to the faculty this year. The Center aims 
at publishing a faculty journal to en- 
courage black research, _ soliciting 
government grants to administer com- 
munity programs, directing a Bureau of 
Urban Affairs and presenting an annual 
public-lecture series. A black studies 
curriculum is being developed to be 
offered by existing departments. 

These are the things blacks are 
demonstrating for. We're not trying to 
tear down the university, but only make 
it more responsive to our needs. We 
view these centers as the best way for 
the modern multiversity to serve our 
needs. But as usual, the real issues get 
smothered behind a barrage of “black 
separatism”. If white people would only 
take the time to listen to why we need 
the centers, we wouldn't have to make 
them listen by taking over buildings. 

And black ‘studies centers don’t 
benefit just Afro-Americans. “The study 
of black culture can animate and enrich 
the entire university,” writes the Faculty 
Planning Committee at Northwestern. 
UCLA's black center will also run an 
Inter-racial Clinic to bring the skills, 
ideas and knowledge of the center to 
aid communication across the gulf that 
separates black and white students. 

“White people need to know the 
black experience,” explains Dr Bernard 
Harleston, Provost at Lincoln. ‘“‘They‘re 
the ones who form those racist attitudes 
out of their ignorance of that 


experience.” The Clinic will try to 
promote racial harmony not by muting 
angry black voices, but by civilizing 
white people so that they are sensitized 
to those voices. 

“For the first time. by others knowing 
this (black) past, those persons might 
truly get acquainted with black people. 
It has been proven time and again that 
the present is understood from the 
perspective of the past. American black 
people, in rebuilding their past, have 
found a storehouse of information. The 
Black Studies Centers will disseminate 
this knowledge to a needy nation.” So 
says Henry Anderson, Upward Bound 
Director at the school, promising that 
“dependable knowledge of black people 
will afford white people an opportunity 
to really get acquainted with black 
people for the first time in the history of 
the nation." 

Northwestern's Black Studies Center 
wants to do many of the same things. 
The center is the result of long study and 
the efforts of both faculty and students 
who wanted to see a change. The 
administration admitted its past mistakes 
and inadequacies and moved to rectify 
them. Yale University has been able to 
avoid takeovers in a similar fashion. 
They were big enough to admit their 
errors and committed enough—with 
student prodding—to mend their ways, 
recruit more black students, end their 
racist practices and begin moving in a 
direction to serve the needs of blacks. 

The overwhelming majority of the 
nation’s institutions of higher learning 
aren't anywhere near that level of 
sensitivity. Many, claims Dr Charles 
Hamilton, co-author of Black Power, 
are no more sophisticated than slave 
plantations. “Some are giving in to 
black demands just to insure peace.’ 
But that’s not the purpose of our 
demands. We don’ ‘t just want a univer- 
sity to “give in‘ —we want our schools 
to realize they're not doing the job, and 
then act out of that realization to change 
the institution. Otherwise blacks will 
have to demonstrate every year just to 
bring the schools up to date. 

Literally tons of articles have poured 
forth from the nation’s media de- 
noucing black student tactics. Most of 
them don't reach the intellectual stan- 
dards of the Daily News. But we have 
found that when black people are 
involved, intelligence is not a_pre- 
requisite for telling us to be good little 
nigger boys and girls. Rarely is there an 
intelligent discussion of the institutional 
insensitivity, or the appalling ignorance 
of institutions which purport to be the 
most sophisticated in the world. 

Considering who runs these institu- 
tions, it is not at all surprising. Black 
Congresswoman — Shirley Chisholm 
(D-N.Y.) pointed out in testimony 
before the House Education Committee 
that “their goals may be obscure to us, 


and their tactics inadmissible . . . but 
perhaps we should criticize our own 
way of thinking more often. It might be 
that we ourselves are the problem .. . 

“When students say that our institu- 
tions of higher education have become 
irrelevant to them and their concerns, 
and that the institutions are unaware of 
the need for change, and resistant to 
making changes when they are finally 
reluctantly made aware, here is the 
evidence that they are not imagining 
things.” 

“Suppose we look at the makeup of 
the boards of trustees that make the 
final decisions for the colleges,” said the 
first black woman Congresswoman. You 
will find them to be, typically, white 
male Protestant businessmen over 50 
years old, with an income likely to be 
$30,000 or more a year. She cited a 
study which showed the makeup of the 
average board of trustees to be just such 
men. “Now it is not a crime to be any of 
those things,” she added, but this kind 
of man “‘is not always in the forefront of 
social change.” She called for ‘more 
variety” in the appointment of new 
members. Why not some recent 
graduates, black people, working people 
—even, she said, “a few more women”. 

Secretary of Health, Education & 
Welfare Robert Finch admitted as much 
in similar testimony. “In truth, many 
academic institutions have brought 
much of it on themselves. They have not 


always responded to the clear need for 
constant self-examination and _ self- 
renewal.” 

But let's get back to the faculty, for 
black students find the men who need 
the most civilizing are often those 
who're supposed to be doing the 
educating. Too often it is a recalcitrant 
faculty that needs to be dragged into 
the 20th century out of their ivory 
towers. 

A Colgate professor wrote that he was 
upset because black students didn’t 
have “good manners’, that they weren't 
members of “an intellectual elite, cul- 
turally oriented and carefully selected’. 
What he really means is that they aren’t 
white, aren't rich, and aren't subservient 
enough to his obviously backward 
ways. Others like Dr Martin Kilson of 
Harvard object to our requests for a say 
in the hiring of the men who will teach 
us. To Kilson and others like him, we are 
still children, and should accept the 
decisions of our elders as to what is best 
for us. We have learnt, however, through 
bitter experience that the men who may 
be famous in the scholarly journals may 
just turn out to be not worth a damn in 
the instruction of students. 

Many faculty just don’t want to give 
up that old prerogative of not being 
judged on performance but on publica- 
tion. They don’t want the status of their 
positions threatened by being judged by 
“mere” students. CONTINUED ON PAGE 97 
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Columbia’s Hamilton thinks just the 
opposite. He makes it a policy “not to 
hire anybody until he’s come and given 
a seminar to the upperclassmen”. What 
really bothers faculty, claims Hamilton, 
is blacks acting uppity. demanding 
their rights as men and women rather 
than begging like children. 

The faculty, like the students and the 
administration, just aren't ready for us. 

Some prattle about “separatism” but 
they don't talk separatism when Jews 
major in Jewish studies, or Japanese in 
Asian studies. They don't say anything 
in fact when Catholics form Newman 
clubs. It's only separatism when black 
people want to get together. or study 
our own history and culture. 

"They really just don't like the idea of 
black people getting together,’ explains 
Claudia Booker, an activist at the 
University of Hartford. “They throw up 
all kinds of excuses—everything from 
separatism to ‘lack of funds’. The fact is, 
if they wanted an Asian scholar you can 
believe they'd get him. If they wanted a 
Spanish studies department, they'd 
create one. They really just want us to 
go away and stop questioning the 
shitty education we're getting.” 

Then there are the elder civil-righters 
who never recovered from Mississippi 
Summer. Roy Wilkins decries black 
student demands because it will not 
further the cause of integration. Nathan 
Hare puts it more rightly when he 
reminds Wilkins and others that black 
students have gotten more blacks 


positions at America’s institutions of , 


higher learning in two years than all the 
“whimpering” for integration ever got. 
Bayard Rustin claims we've got to learn 
what the white boys learn. conveniently 
forgetting that if all we knew was what 
they know we'd be as ignorant as they 
are. We'd never have men like Thurgood 
Marshall, because he learnt civil rights 
laws the white schools never taught. 
We'd never have black historians like 
John Hope Franklin because the history 
books in white schools don’t teach any- 
thing but what white men want to hear. 
Finally there are men like Princeton 
economist Sir Arthur Lewis who tell us 
we have to live with whites if we're ever 
to be able to climb the corporate ladder. 
His objection is the most irrelevant 
because, first, many of us don’t want 
any part of that absurd world of split- 
level mediocrity, of one-upmanship, of 
phoniness, and castrated window- 
dressing Negroes; second, we don't 
need to live with white people to know 


what they're like. The black man’s 
plight in America had always forced us 
into double-consciousness where we 
know what our oppressors are like, but 
they have no such knowledge of us. 
Finally, if the only road to power in 
America involves giving up all that is 
valuable to us as an ethnic minority to 
imitate our oppressors, many of us 
aren‘t so sure we want to go there any- 
way. 

One of the most popular excuses used 
to exclude black people and other non- 
white people from the colleges and 
universities of the nation is the talk 
about “standards”. “Lowering stan- 
dards” never seemed to matter for black 
athletes, and neither should it be 
important in the case of other non-white 
applicants. What that cry usually means, 
we have found, is that they don't like the 
idea of black collegians questioning the 
cultural bases of admissions procedures. 
They're afraid we just might find them 
as irrelevant as their curriculums. 

The Scholastic Aptitude Test is the 
standard test for admission to America’s 
colleges and universities. Yet it is in no 
way a predictor of success in college. 
Just as many people who score high on 
the test flunk out or leave as those who 
score low. Educational Testing Service, 
which administers the tests, readily 
admits they are standardized on a 
sample of the white middle-class popu- 
lation that in no way resembles black 
and non-white people, either in 
affluence or in educational background. 
Verbal fluency tends to be the main 
criterion for success on one portion of 
the S.A.T.—but that’s a fluency within a 
white context. E.T.S. is even now 
engaged in research to find out just 
what factors make it so biased. 

The more progressive institutions are 
already beginning to re-examine their 
admissions procedures. Yale, for 
example, is now considering things like 
family background and evidence of 
strong motivation. A girl with a B 
average from a ghetto just might be 
brighter, considering the limitations of 
her environment, than a white girl from 
a rich background, say admissions 
officials. Similarly they are discarding 
heavy reliance on S.A.T. scores because 
they don’t take into account different 
backgrounds. 

Despite all the publicity given to black 
recruitment, the nation’s colleges and 
universities are still overwhelmingly 
white. The American Council on Educa- 
tion issued a report in March which 
showed that fewer than 6% of all 
students currently enrolled in American 
colleges were black, and two-fifths of 
those were in black schools, not white 
ones. Another report, this one by the 
National Association of State Univer- 
sities & Land-Grant Colleges, found 
that in the 80 white state universities, 
1.93% were black. And half of them just 


got there as freshmen. A lot of schools 
don’t even have that many. 

\f America’s institutions Sof higher 
learning would only admit they aren't 
doing the job of serving all their 
students, and agree to do more than 
talk about making the necessary 
changes, there wouldn't have to be any 
more takeovers. All it takes is the 
sensitivity and the commitment to 
change. é, 

That change can be peaceful and 
serene, or it can be another San 
Francisco State. Things aren’t ever 
going to be like they used to be, and the 
sooner the nation’s colleges accept that 
reality the sooner there will be peace on 
the nation’s campuses. 

“It used to be,” says Ed Whitfield, 
chairman of Cornell's Black Liberation 
Front, “that black students were solely 
interested in getting out there and get- 
ting a job so that they could have more 
than their parents. Today they are con- 
cerned about getting out there so they 
can make sure their brothers and sisters, 
children and black people as a whole 
have something much more substantial 
and real than their parents did.” 

The sooner America’s colleges get 
civilized, the sooner we can start work- 
ing together as Americans to bridge the 
distances between black and white— 
distances which daily grow closer to a 
race war. Just as soon as you're ready, 
white folks, we can work toward a 
society that will be much more sub- 
stantial for all Americans. Ome 
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Nor shall Death brag thou wander'stin his shade, 
When in eternal lines to time thou growest: 
So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, 
So long lives this and this gives life to thee.” 


—and then Godolfo moves straight in just like before. 

If | do say so myself, Mr. Phillison, this is in the nature of 
amasterstroke. Vo court, no jury in the nation could possibly 
rule that what Godolfo now says does not pack sufficient 
literary wallop to redeem my entire book. Sure, Shakespeare 
wrote it, but Godolfo says it—right there in black and white 
for all the world to see! It appears, Mr. Phillison, that we 
Be saved the day, and we have not had to ruin the book 
to do it. 

How soon can we expect to go to press? Do you visualize 
the use of photographs, or drawings, or both? These, and a 
dozen other questions are humming in my head. | wait for 
your response with bated breath. 

Faithfully yours, 
Horace Folkway 
P.S. I’ve used the golf bag again. Sentimental me!—H.F. 


A telegram from Mr. Phillison to Mr. Folkway, dated 
9 February: 

GOLF BAG RECEIVED STOP LEGAL DEPARTMENT 
CONCURS REDEEMING LITERARY MERIT NOW UN- 
QUESTIONABLE STOP NEGOTIATING FILM RIGHTS 
STOP YOUR CHECK FOR TEN THOUSAND IN THE MAIL 
STOP HEARTIEST CONGRATULATIONS STOP 

PHILLISON 
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